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~. /Votes and eommeut
BY THE

A Matter of Moment
The biggest news of the month
will not be datelined London or
• Washington or Paris or Moscow. It will not be broken by
-I harrassed executive secretaries
_passing out stacks of mimeographed communiques. Nor will
' it involve the sort of thing for
.. which statesmen will attempt to
take credit.
"' It will be written in the
' ,heavens above and in the earth
beneath. 1t will lengthen our
days and shorten our nights and
J will set in motion the whole
great cycle of reproduction in
-1 living things. It will stir longings
•on both sides of the Iron Curtain-longings that every generation of man has experienced
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and that no man has ever yet
had fully satisfied.
For on March 21, in obedience
to the command of its Lord, the
sun will return to the northern
hemisphere and it will be Spring
again.
There is, in the predictable
changing of the seasons, an assurance that there is more to
this universe of ours than one
might suspect from reading the
newspapers. Even the total destruction of the human race, so
darkly prophesied by some of
our contempor~ries, would not.
interrupt for even a moment the
orderly cycle of day and night
and of the seasons. Mars and
Venus would continue to glow,
as always, the tides would rise
and fall, and the winds would
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blow as they listed over the
silent continents. Man would be
gone but the word would never
reach even our nearest neighbor
in space, and the moon w~uld
continue to brighten the mght
sky.
Something along these lines
may have been in the Psalmist's
mind when he addressed our
Father and said, "Even from
everlasting to everlasting, Thou
art God." Behind the momentary, there are always intimations
of the Eternal. The universe does
not bend to man's little triumphs
or to man's little tragedies. Wars
break out on balmy, sunny days.
Long-sought triumphs come on
dark and r a i n y days. The
heavens are too busy declaring
the glory of God to take time out
either to weep with us or to rejoice with us.
But we, who are as timeless as
they, may find re-assurance in
the remembrance t h a t their
Master is also our Master-and
more than Master, for He has
called Himself our Father. We
and the galaxies dare remain
calm as we go about the duties
that have been assigned to us.
~

Enter the Marshall
The deadline for copy of the
March CREssET is February 10.

Mr. Malenkov resigned his post •
as chairman of the soviet of "
people's commissars on February
8, and was succeeded by Mar- ...
shall Bulganin. News of such
magnitude obviously can not be
ignored by a magazine which ,.
claims to be a review of, among
other things, current affairs. But 1
the days between now and our ...
publication date will disclose t~e
significance of this change m
Russian leadership and so, at the 1: ~
moment, we are in the unenviable position of having to say
something or other and we are .
painfully aware of the probabil-..
ity that whatever we say may
seem not only unintelligent but
positively ludicrous in the light
of what may actually happen in •
the next three weeks.
At this moment, then, and ~
subject to all sorts of qualifica-,...
tions, the significance of the
change in leadership would seem '
to be that the Red Army has become the effective master of the .,
Soviet State. Bulganin has long 'r
been the political spokesman for _
the Army. It would be reason-~
able to presume that the Army
has been fearful that Malen- ~
kov's program of g~eater emJ;>ha- -~ ·
sis upon consumers goods might
weaken the base of Russian mili- t
tary power by proportionately.
de-emphasizing the production
of heavy goods. And it can hard-
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• ly be doubted that the Army has
been concerned about the failure
't of the Malenkov regime to solve
.. the agricultural problem of the
USSR. Without a sound food
base, no country dare reckon
.. with the possibility of a long
war. It has been no secret that
4 Russian agriculture has been
.,.perennially unable to feed the
Russian people properly.
Where does Nikita Krushchev
fit into the new picture? Two
diametrically opposite possibilities suggest themselves. The one
is that the Red Army, fearing the
~rise of Krushchev, figured that
Malenkov was not strong enough
to hold him down, and so moved
in to prevent Krushchev from
• . pulling a Stalin from the vantage-point of his Party secretary_. ship. The other, perhaps more
likely, possibility, is that Krush.. chev made a deal with the Army
and that we have now a new
balance of power between the
.. Army and the Party.
How does this change in the
Russian picture affect the out""'look for world peace? The witness of the pundits agrees not together. Several of the commen--1 tators
have expressed t h e i r
opinion that Bulganin will fol-1 low a policy of closer relations
,. with Red China in furtherance
of a Stalin-type aggressiveness. It
is possible, however, to read
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something else into the situation
and our limited knowledge of
the Soviet system and its geography prompts us to incline toward this second point of view.
Briefly stated, it is our conclusion from the facts of Russian
geography that the USSR is not
as ready, able, and willing to. involve itself in a war of global
dimensions as m a n y of our
people seem to think. One must
always make allowances for the
irrational element in national
policies, but if it may be assumed that we have the facts
straight, and if it may be further
assumed that Soviet leadership is
rational, it really does not stand
to reason that the USSR would
venture into a war which it
would be almost foredoomed to
lose. We have more to say about
the present power situation in
another section of these comments. At this point it is necessary only to say that in most of
the countries of the modern
world the military men seem to
be most aware of the catastrophic
implications of modern weapons
and, accordingly, most reluctant
to precipitate a war in which
such weapons would almost certainly be used.
It is therefore possible to hope
that a Soviet government dominated by the Red Army might
follow an overall policy cast

4
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along two lines, and rather sim- China
ilar to our own: on the one
We can not safely gloss over ""
hand, to build such a posture of the fact that we have been closer
strength at home that no poten- to war, these past six weeks, than •
tial enemy would dare to attack we have been at any time since
it and, on the other hand, to the outbreak of the Korean War.
exercise great restraint and cau- Even as we write these lines, it is •
tion to avoid inviting w a r. still a strong possibility that we
Meanwhile, we could presumably , will be at war by the time they •
expect that the new leadership, appear in print. Everything, at..,. . . .
like the old both under the Com- the moment, depends upon the
munists and under the Czars, leaders of Red China. If they are -~
would attempt to expand as as aware of the suicidal nature of ,
1
widely as possible without risk- modem warfare as we are, there
ing full-scale war.
will be peace, at least of a sort.
If
they are still thinking in terms
And what of Malenkov? A
of
World War II, or even of the '
former prime minister of the
sort
of warfare that nations
USSR is something unique in
might
have waged in 1952, they
human experience. If we were
in motion the awful
may
set
the chief underwriter for an inchain
of
events
which will mean, ,_
surance company, we would be
at
least
for
the
human race, the
reluctant to write a policy on his
end
of
the
world.
\life, and we would certainly reThis
is
the
really
basic
prob_
fuse to include any doubleindemnity clause. His resigna- lem of 1955. Man has always had
tion included a confession of in- to contend with his own selfishc o m p e t e n c e based upon in· ness, his own greed, his own deexperience. If the new leaders sire to dominate other men. In "'
consider him ineffectual enough, 1955, man is threatened not so
he may be permitted to dis- much by the evil in him, but by
appear into obscurity. But we his ignorance. Our danger is not ...
wouldn't bet on it. Totalitarian so much that one nation will ,
regimes have room for only one want to dominate another, for
living symbol of power at a time. that is a danger to which we are ~ ~
The fall from the top of the lad- accustomed, but the danger that
der in such a system has always one nation might seriously sup- r
pose that it is possible to achieve 4
before been a fall to the earth.
that dominance by war.
•
Nothing, perhaps, could more
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• surely guarantee peace than if
our own national leaders, and
~
the rulers of the USSR, should
.. invite the high officials of all of
the nations of the world to inspect the weapons which they al., ready have, and those which are
on their drawing boards. One
4
way or another, men all over the
• world must be made to see that
the very conditions of life and
'- survival are basically different in
1955 from what they were in
1950. War is not, and cannot be
in the world of 1955, the final
:.step in a nation's diplomacy.
War, in 1955, is national suicide,
irrespective of whether a nation
is the nominal victor or the
nominal loser.
Our national leaders know
this, and there is some reason to
.,suppose that the national leaders
of the USSR know this. It would
be ironical if the common fear
• arising out of our common
knowledge should prompt our
.; two countries to devote themiJelves, under their surface quar..rels and haranguings, to the
common purpose of maintain_4ing peace. Indeed, at the moment, the best hope for peace in
-1 the Far East may lie in the expectation that the USSR will act
'is a brake upon its Chinese ally.
~
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But ..
But suppose that, against all
rules of reason and good sense,
the Chinese Communists should
be so determined to take Formosa away from Chiang KaiShek that they would be willing
to risk world-scale warfare. What
then?
Most of us who have seriously
thought about the fundamental
cleavage between East and \Vest
have weighed the possibility that
ultimately the issue would have
to be joined in actual warfare.
The idea is an intolerable one,
but these are intolerable times.
But if war must come (and we
are not yet ready to say that it
must), it is still a question of
what issue we are willing to accept as the casus belli, the specific act of war.
We are not willing to accept
the survival of the Chiang regime as grounds for war. If we
were still in a position to choose,
we would prefer Chiang to Mao
as the ruler of China. But a) we
are not in a position to choose
and b) our preference for Chiang
would be merely a matter of
choosing the lesser of two evils
and would not by any means indicate any enthusiasm on our
part. Chiang, as a person, seems
to have some likeable qualities.
His regime, in the days when it
was the lawful government of
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mainland China, was ineffectual,
graft-ridden, and brazenly nepotistic.
But must we wait for a specific occasion for war? We have
already said that the very
thought of war, in 1955, is intolerable. But it seems to us that, if
it is once established, beyond all
reasonable doubt, that war is inevitable, then it seems to us unreasonable and even immoral for
us to wait for an enemy to strike
the first blow. We are unalterably opposed to the idea of a
preventive war. The very expression is a contradiction in
terms. But we do not believe that
opposition to a preventive war
requires that we leave the initiative in the hands of other countries. If the blow is to fall at all,
if by no stretch of the imagination it can be avoided, then we
believe that we have not only
the moral right, but the moral
duty, to strike first with whatever strength may be necessary to
settle the matter in the shortest
possible time.
One feels unclean after writing a paragraph like that. But
how can one remain clean if he
has been fenced into a sty?
~

Hurrah?
Our home town paper is running a series of articles by Vitor
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Cohn, Minneapolis T r i b u n e -.
science writer, under the general
~
heading: "1999: Our Hopeful
Future." The series has been ,..
running on the back page and
provides, at least for some people,
a welcome antidote to pages 1 to ..
7 which deal with 1955: Our
Not-so-Hopeful Present.
The tone of Brother Cohn's .,.
series was set by his opening
paragraph in the first article of ~\
the series: "It rained on Sept. ,.
17, 1999. According to Regional
Plan."
~
We were grateful to Brother ..
Cohn for that paragraph. The 1
trouble with so many of these ~
crystal-gazers is that it takes you
maybe a page or a page and a
half to discover that you don't ~
like them. With Cohn it's different. Any man that looks for- lward hopefully to a regional,_
rain plan belongs to the enemy.
We drop down several paragraphs and Cohn is messing
around the house (house, not •
home) of 1999: "Bed-making is 't
a push-button task, with soft,
disposable paper sheeting drawn'"'
from a roller at the foot of the
bed." This man must either be a
bachelor or one of those unfortu- ~ ·
nates whose wives send the
sheets out to the laundromat. 'r
Surely he has never known the., 'll
luxury of stretching out between
sheets that have been flapping in ~
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the open air for the better part
of the day. The awful possibility
that, having known this, he still
• prefers soft, disposable paper
sheeting is one which, in fairness
to Mr. Cohn, we prefer not to
• contemplate.
_
"Old techniques like brick1
laying and plastering may dis.r • appear." May? Rare indeed in
<- Not-so-Hopeful 1955 is the brick1 layer or plasterer of our childhood, silhouetted a g a i n s t his
work, a quid of tobacco bulging
one cheek as he roared defiance
~at his co-workers to keep up with
him. One of this now almost extinct breed taught us the virtue
of humility many years ago by
challenging us to bring bricks up
• to him as fast as he could lay
them. It was at his suggestion
-' that we went to college-not with
.. the hope of becoming an egghead but because of the fear that
we would never be able to make
a living at what he called "honest" work.
.,
Well, times change and maybe
man changes with them. But all
"in all, we are more than content
that 1999 will find us little more
than a cherished memory. We
became obsolete somewhere in
late autumn, 1932, and if we
should stick around until 1999
• the planners might not like it.
From what we gather, if the
planners don't like you in 1999,
.,-

r
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it could be a fairly desperate
year.

Test Case
We have written and discarded three editorials on the Lightfoot case. If this fourth attempt
turns out confused and equivocal, it will be because the issues
that have been raised in the case
of the executive secretary of the
Communist party in Illinois set
up inner conflicts which are not
easily resolved.
Lightfoot, it will be recalled,
was indicted and convicted in a
Federal Court under a provision
of the Smith Act which makes
membership in the Communist
party a crime if it can be shown
that a man knows and assents to
the purposes of the party, partitularly to its announced intentention to employ force and violence, if necessary, to effect a
change in the form of government of the United States. His
conviction paves the way for an
eventual Supreme Court decision on the constitutionality of
this provision.
We share the almost universal
a n d apparently well-grounded
suspicion of our people that the
Communist party is not simply a
political party, that it is in its
very nature a treasonous conspiracy. We are willing to con·
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force. The Communist party in -.
the United States is not merely ..,.
an organization of a handful of
disa££ected and possibly eccen- .,..
tric citizens. It is part of a worldwide movement which has, as its
announced purpose, the destruc- ~ ·1
tion of governments and societies all over the world and the 1establishment of a monolithic ,. 'world order along lines to which
most of us would never freely as- A
sent.
It is not our privilege to advise the courts on their eventual .,..
decision respecting the constitu- . ._ ~
tionality of the Smith Act, and
even if it were, we would not .,.
have the legal competence to do
so. As a citizen, though, we may
express our personal belief that, "
one way or another, the fiction
of party status should be stripped ~
It is sometimes urged in de- from the Communist party and .,.
fense of members of the Com- it should be stamped for what it
munist party that they do not is: a criminal and treasonous
represent an actual threat to our conspiracy, membership in which
institutions because, as a matter constitutes an open admission of
of fact, they are not strong active intent to seize · power. ,.
enough to do what they want to This, it seems to us, comes withdo. In legal language, they do in the Constitutional definition '"'
not constitute a "clear and pres- of treason as a "levying of war
ent danger." This line of reason- against the United States," and
ing, it seems to us, is not exactly should be dealt with as such.
valid. Mere numbers do not de~
termine the e££ectiveness of a
.. ~
group, particularly of a group Good Citizen
I
which is the internal advance
Mr. Charles H. Percy, presiguard of a powerful external dent of Bell and Howell (camera I

cede to the Communists, or for
that matter to any other group,
the right to seek a fundamental
change in our political institutions, so long as they seek to
bring about the changes by lawful and non-violent means. This
is the crux of the matter. To outlaw the Communist party because it wants to establish a
totalitarian dictatorship would
violate the spirit of our institutions, for the people have the
right (if they wish to do so) to
bind themselves over to slavery.
But a party which seeks to impose a change of government
upon us, without our consent
and as a result of sheer force,
can not justifiably claim the
protection of the rights guaranteed by the very Constitution
which it seeks to destroy.

1

1

..
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manufacturers), is a young man
and his firm manufactures prod.,- ucts which face stiff competition
• from manufacturers particularly
in Germany, Switzerland, and
lit Japan. He might therefore have
l. ~ been expected, when he was invited to testify before the House
-1 Ways and Means Committee, to
.., plump hard for high "protective" tariffs on imported cameras and camera parts. But he
didn't. He spoke in favor of
lowering tariffs on such products
and the arguments which he
used .in support of his position
~ deserve notice because they apply to the whole larger question
of "protection" via high tariffs.
The essence of all arguments
for high tariffs is the need for
#
protecting our own industries
-4 from the competition of the allegedly cheap labor of other
• countries. Figures are then
brought forward to show relative wages per hour in our own
country and in others and, on
the basis of such figures, the arguments seem very sound in' deed. An American laborer may,
indeed, earn as much in an hour
as a Chinese or Indian laborer
~ earns in a day. The question is,
do such comparisons tell the
<( whole story?
_. Mr. Percy had some interesting observations to make on this
subject. "The true criterion of
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cost," he said, "is not dollars or
cents per hour of labor but
rather total labor costs per unit
produced." Thus an efficient
worker, using the most modern
machinery, might produce an
article in one hour at an hourly
wage rate of $2.00. An inefficient
w o r k e r, lacking a machine,
might require four hours to turn
out the same article at an hourly
wage of seventy-five cents. In
terms of labor cost per unit of
production, the first worker is
the "cheaper" one, despite the
fact that his hourly wage rate is
almost three times that of the
second.
For many reasons, some of
them technological and some of
them cultural, the American
worker is much more productive
than his European or Asiatic
counterpart. We can compete
with low-paid workers in most
industries and where, despite all
of our competitive advantages,
we are unable to meet foreign
competition, it might be seriously asked whether we should attempt to maintain such an unprofitable industry.
There was once a time when
we could justify the imposition
of high protective tariffs on
goods from other countries. Our
new industries were still in their
infancy, not yet able to hold
their own against older and
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better-established i n d u s t r i e s.
That day is now very nearly past
for our industry as a whole, and
long since past for most of our
industry. The effects of high
tariffs today are to inhibit trade
with other countries, thus denying them the dollars which they
might use to buy our goods.
Thus, at the same time, we kill
off potential markets and increase the need for outright
grants of money to nations whose
prosperity is essential to our
security.
Mr. Percy has spoken as a
good citizen-good because,
among other things, he has kept
abreast of the times and has used
his intelligence to arrive at
judgments which are consistent
with the facts of life in 1955. It
is to be hoped that his example
will be followed by his fellow industrialists and by the men in
Congress who write our tariff
laws.
~

Illiterate A.B.s
We have been mulling over
Dr. Gallup's discovery that a
significantly large percentage of
Americans who have been graduated from colleges do not read
books. This is bad news for the
editor of a magazine which presumes the existence of a literate

audience. It is still worse news
for our business manager.
The worst of it is, that one
cannot utter even a word of
criticism of this sort of thing
without getting typed as an intellectual snob, which seems to
be a far worse thing to be than
an anti-intellectual snob.
Perhaps the time has come for
those of us who are seriously concerned about the survival of
learning and literature and those
other good things which the
barbarians sneering! y refer to as
"culture" to start taking the offensive. It is the unalienable
right of every free citizen to be
an unlettered boob, if that is
what he wants to be. But if that
is what he wants to be, he ought
in all honesty not to usurp titles
and degrees which carry with
them a moral obligation to carry
on and further those humane
pursuits which are the proper
province of educated men and
women. We respect the person
who lacked either the interest or
the opportunity to earn a college degree. But we have unlimited contempt for the person
who treats the college degree as
merely a scrap of paper, something to be parlayed into a soft
job and admission to the "right"
clubs.
The colleges themselves are, of
course, primarily responsible for
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this state of affairs. Practically
any adolescent who is able to
dress himself can get into some
college or university, and if he
is willing to stay long enough
and take the right courses, he
will eventually get some sort of
degree. And this is where a kind
of intellectual Gresham's Law
goes to work. Bad money drives
good money out of circulation
and bad education drives good
education out of the picture.
The boobocracy moves into the
driver's seat and the "personality
boys" become the arbiters of
academic standards.
We remember a discussion a
couple of years ago about the
rather primitive literary tastes
of the President of the United
States. One of the participants
in the discussion happened to be
a college president (not the editor of this magazine), and he
came swiftly to the President's
defense. "What if the President
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doesn't read?" said this Field
Grade Boob. "I myself haven't
read a book in the last two years.
Busy people don't have time for
reading any more." The same
thing happens to be true of the
anthropoid apes.
So all right. Let the colleges
go about their newly chosen business of turning out illiterate
personality kids. The heritage of
the past will not be lost. It will
be cherished and preserved and
transmitted by the underground
-by janitors who occupy their
off-duty time reading, by housewives with no degrees but a lot
of healthy curiosity, by mechanics and farmers and clerks and
day laborers who still get a thrill
out of learning something they
had not known before. Already
it has been our high privilege to
know some of these cultural
guerrillas. As time goes by, we
hope to become acquainted with
more of them.

AD
LIB.
------------BY

A L F R E D

One of the airlines has been
running an advertisement in a
number of magazines this month
featuring a beautiful colored
photograph of a castle. Built of
what appears to be white stone,
this castle is about six or seven
stories high. It has at least a half
dozen towers which come to a
point in minaret fashion, and it
is one of the most impressive and
attractive castles I have ever
seen.
Whoever built this castle was
not satisfied with having just a
beautiful building set anywhere.
He built it on a peak surrounded by fir trees, mountains, and
mountain lakes. It is a perfect
building in a perfect setting; in
fact, it is almost too perfect. The
walls of the castle seem to have
been sand-blasted recently just
for Pan-American's photograph.

The location isn't given, but
you can find out where the castle
is located by writing the company. They'll not only send you
a picture of the place, suitable
for framing, but they will reveal
the location and even sell you a
ticket on one of their planes and
take you there.
The whole idea of this advertisement is explained in the
caption which accompanies the
photograph: "In every man's
heart there's a Secret Place he
would like to go". This place
isn't going to be secret much
longer with everyone writing in
for information on its location,
but it does seem to be an ideal
place to go.
I suppose everyone does have
such a secret place, a place he
wants to see just once, or visit
for a day, or perhaps a place
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where he wants to retire. I not
only have one such place, I have
~
several. In one respect, they are
• not secret to me, since I've been
there before, but for one reason
or another they were so attractive or they now seem so unreal
and dream-like that I would like
to go back. The urge to return to
,. one of these places, when it
comes, varies in strength according to the amount of work fac·
ing me on that particular day.
I do not plan to reveal all of
these secret places, but I will
_. mention one, only because it is
so unlike Pan American's castle.
The secret place I have in mind
is not perfect; it is a village
which, viewed objectively, could
only be described as ugly. Cer·
tainly it is not beautiful nor at·
tractive, but it is picturesque and
..; charming, if I may use that over·
worked word.
•
-{
~
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~
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This secret place is a fishing
village in Cornwall, that section
of southwest England that juts
out into the Atlantic Ocean. The
name of the village is Mouse·
hole, and is pronounced Mowsal. If the village itself is not attractive, its setting and its view
are, and its residents add all the
color one can take without being overpowered.
Mousehole stands on, or clings
to, a steep hillside on the
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western side of Mount's Bay. Its
houses are gray stone, some of it
white-washed, and most of them
are huddled together, sharing a
common wall. The streets are
stone, rough, and precipitous
and they are so narrow no auto·
mobiles can get through them.
In this respect, Mousehole will
have one characteristic of most
everyone's secret place. For who
would want his ideal spot filled
with gas fumes?
The most attractive building
in this village of 200 is the oldest, the Keigwin Arms, which
was built in the Elizabethan
period. Along the waterfront the
homes are less forbidding and
some even have small garden
plots surrounded by stone walls.
The center of the town and of
its activity is the harbor. Surrounding the harbor is a stone
wall fifteen feet high that is
called the New Wall and was
built over 500 years ago. It is
new only in comparison with the
seawall which runs the length of
the town, for the seawall was
built by the Romans. There is
no beach, only jagged rock
covered with barnacles. The
harbor is less than a block square
and it has an opening sufficient·
ly wide to let the largest fishing
boat in or out. When the tide is
out, the boats sit on the mud of
the harbor, but when the tide is
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m they are afloat in ten feet of
water.
Despite this de scrip t ion,
Mousehole is a picturesque village. The hills form a cup in this
spot and the houses seem to grow
up the side of the cup. In back
of the village, part of the hillside is cultivated, but the rest is
bright green grass and luxurious
vegetation. The view down each
of the steep, narrow streets is an
exciting one, the buildings framing pictures of the harbor, the
boats, or the bay.
Mount's Bay is the center of
the view. Its changing blue and
green waters are visible to the
horizon where they meet the Atlantic at the beginning of the
English Channel. To the left
Mount St. Michael, a castletopped hill separated from the
mainland at high tide, adds a
romantic and medieval touch to
the view. On the right the hills
circle around to Land's End, the
first and last view of land for the
ocean traveller. Fishing boats are
on the waters of the Bay at almost every h our taking their
catches of pilchard, herring, sole,
and whiting.
Part of the color is added by
the boats, almost all of which
have red sails. The color the
boats are pain ted is part of the
tradition of each village. Newlyn's boats are all painted green;
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St. Just's are all blue; and in
Mousehole it is the tradition to
paint any color so long as no one
has a particular shade. The
harbor at Mousehole resembles
a shattered rainbow when the
fishing boats are all in.
Once a visitor gets to Mousehole, he has only two places to
go. One is the Ship Inn, a tavern,
and the other is the Lobster Pot,
a tea room. Both are old buildings overlooking the harbor.
Both are refreshingly non-commercial and in each the management maintains an attitude of
polite indifference to tourist,
visitors, or to any non-residents.
A friend of mine and I came
across Mousehole q u i t e by
chan ce and we visited it several
times after finding it. We were
wandering along the Promenade
in Penzance one Spring day
watching other people do the
same thing. A bus stopped nearby and we decided to take it and
find out where it went later.
Once underway, the bus swung
up into the hills and followed a
tortuous route for about five
miles before coming to a fishing
village named N e w 1 y n. The
streets here were j u s t wide
enough for the bus to go through,
and pedestrians, spotting the bus,
jumped for doorways. After another three miles over the hills
we started into Mousehole. Vve
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didn't get far before the driver
announced the end of the line.
It was, too, for the streets narrowed to four feet at that point.
We alighted, and the bus backed
out and returned to Penzance.
After wandering around the
town, we stopped at the Lobster
Pot for tea. We got into conver" sation with the proprietress who
was anxious to have someone
from the outside world to talk
to, since she was originally from
London and found the village a
bit quiet. Her tearoom, in warm
weather, consisted of an open
porch which leaned over the
little harbor. The moment tea
was served the seagulls left their
perches on the boats and came
up to the porch where they sat
on the rail raucously demanding
tidbits. We spent hours on that
porch, idly watching the bay, the
• harbor, and the seagulls and
listening to our hostess tell apocryphal stories about the history
of Mousehole.
Another favorite spot of ours
was the walk in front of the
~ Ship Inn where the retired
fishermen and the men fresh
from the day's work on the boats
gathered to talk. We were never
accepted, nor were we rejected.
No one spoke to us the first
~ time, but the next time we were
permitted to introduce ourselves,
which after one of our experi-
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ences seemed to be a rare gift for
a couple of strangers.
Most of the men who sat on
the wooden benches at the
harbor's edge were very old. As
we learned later, the majority
were in their SO's. They were
usually short, quite wizened, but
still giving an appearance of robust health. Each had a pipe in
his mouth and some lighted
them occasionally; a few whittled, but the others watched the
boats on the bay and listened or
talked. Because their dialect was
difficult to follow anyway and
because they spoke t h r o u g h
clenched teeth, or gums, rather
than remove their pipes, we
didn't catch or under s tan d
everything that was said. But
part of their conversation was on
village gossip, much more on the
sea, and still more on the
weather and how it would affect
fishing.
All of the elderly loungers
were captains. Either captains
lived longer than members of the
crew, or else it was assumed that
once a fisherman retired he
could take the title as part of his
retirement. Two whom we met
and with whom we did most of
our conversing were Captain
Baker and Captain Stratton.
Baker had been born and raised
in Mousehole, but Stratton had
been born in Newlyn (three
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miles away) and had moved to
Mousehole with his family when
he was only five years old. Both
men had spent their entire lives
on the fishing boats. One day,
just before he got up to shuffle
home, the ancient Captain Stratton predicted a light rain. As
soon as he was out of ear shot,
his friend, Captain Baker, leaned
toward us and said, "Pay no attention. What does he know
about the weather here? He's a
Newlyn man." Eighty years a
resident of Mousehole, but still a
Newlyn man! After that we were
not bothered about being accepted because we knew we were
forever excluded from recognition in Mousehole right from
birth.
But it is part of the charm of
the place. It is untouched and
will probably remain untouchable. Not only is it difficult to
get to, but it is also a place
where no one is going to be received with open arms. The
tourists don't go there and once
there they must return shortly to
Panzanze because there is no
hotel to accommodate them. And
the eager tourist with dark
glasses and several cameras looking for shots of the picturesque
natives is not going to get more
than a view of a back and the
profile of a pipe.
One other f e a t u r e makes

Mousehole unusual; it is the relation of the village and its inhabitants to the sea. The harbor
is not at one end of the town, it ..,
is in the center and it is the heart
of the town. All activity is centered there. The sea is very close
and the sea is the livelihood for
everyone there, including the
tavern owner and the tea room
operator. Everything depends on
the sea and on the catch of fish.
It is little wonder that the villagers speak of the sea as if they
were speaking of a person, a very <
fickle person to be sure. But this .._
very fickleness makes her all the
more interesting. The sea does
nothing she hasn't done before.
The art involved is in predicting
what her next action will be. All itthe men here have fought her;
the living ones have won. Apparently, in any case, the fight is invariably interesting.
This feeling pervades Mousehole. The science of fishing .,.
doesn't seem to be important.
The fish are there and it is only
a question of when and where
the sea will let you have them.
This attitude is a breeding
ground for superstition. Yet those
we met were strong God-fearing
men and the community is one
of the oldest Christian commun- ~
ities in England. Relics of Celtic "'
Christianity from the sixth century have been found all over
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this area, and the natives along
the Cornwall coast have been
strongly Christian ever since that
" time. It is evident from their
conversations and actions that
they are men of firm faith.
~
All in all, Mousehole is a
ill most unusual spot, even for an
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old fishing village. Almost everything about it is different from
what one normally thinks he
wants in a Secret place. Nevertheless, while I would like to see
PanAm's castle, too, given a
choice, I would rather go back to
Mousehole for a visit.

•a-a-~~-~~

There are ascertainable differences between satire and
humor .... Humor is "laughter mixed with love" and satire is
"laughter mixed with indignation." It must be noted, however, that although satire falls short of complete indentification
with its object, that it must to some extent stand outside the
object, it need not stand in contradiction to it .... The satirist
may appear to be "negative," he may appear to hate the worldor a part of it; yet the vehicle of his negation must be "affirmative," for he is drawn toward the world with a kind of love- at
times, with a great and overwhelming love. He is out of tune
with the world as it is ... and he is fascinated by the world as
it may be.
- Israel Knox, "Towards a Philosophy of Humor," Th e
journal of Philosophy, Vol. XLVIII, No. 18, pp. 546-547.
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of his duties), but the establishment of right views of life and
right demands of life-in a word,
of civilization itself, by which is •
meant the humane life, lived to
the highest degree by as many
persons as possible.
Thus in our search for a definition of liberal, of cultural, ~
education, we must at the same
time find a satisfactory answer
to the second question, "What is 'r
the right life for man?" For the
first question necessarily raises
the second, and yet the attempt
to answer the latter has been •
surprisingly much rarer than ,.
would be supposed.
" I
The Greeks, who almost from
]
~
the very beginning of their history adopted a reasoned view of
life, did make the attempt, and, ~
because they desired one, they )created a human ideal. One effect of science has been that of It 1

"What is liberal education?"
If we analyze the word "liberal," we shall learn that it has
the basic meaning "possessing
the quality of that which is
free," or "pertaining to a free
man." Furthermore those who
first spoke of liberal education
meant an education that cultivates in man the mental and
spiritual resources appropriate to
a broad and enlightened mind,
thus freeing man from a slavish
dependence on external, material
possessions for living the good
life. Such cultivation advances
steadily from applied knowledge
to informational know I edge,
from scientific truth to poetic
and religious truth, so that the
end of liberal education is not
the understanding of nature
(though that is one of man's
problems), nor the earning of a
livelihood (though that is one
18
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lessening the significance of man
in the universe, so that he no
longer occupies its center. This
~ is true at least in theory. But to
the Greeks the human problem
• remained the most important;
.. even after their conception of an
infinity of worlds, wherein man
is reduced to an infinitesimal
atom, the Greeks, far from becoming d i s m a y e d or over, • whelmed by their presence in the
vast, new universe, never doubted the supreme importance of
man. But in our pre-occupation
~ with nature and its products,
we have neglected man. The
.. Greeks did not. "The noblest of
all investigations," declares Plato
in one of his Dialogues, "is what
.; man should be and what he
should pursue." To the Greeks
-'. the "Know thyself" of Socrates
was more than a motto: it in• spired the composition of the .
,. Republic, regarded by Rousseau
as the best educational treatise
• that had as yet been composed.
But already commencing with
Homer, the Greeks reasoned that
"' there must be a perfection of
.. human nature, and that, if such
is the case, it is self-evident that
this perfection must be desired
and sought. For to be content
with anything less than the best
"' of which human nature is capable they considered unreasonable
and so unworthy of man. And to
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this human ideal the Greeks
gave a name, the word arete, perhaps best translated "excellence,"
though often "moral excellence"
or "virtue." However, the connotation of arete is not always
the same in the progress of
Greek moral t h o u g h t. The
Homeric hero possessed arete if
he was brave and steadfast in
battle. So, for example, in the
Iliad Odysseus gives up ease and
security, Achilles sacrifices his
life, Hector life, wife, and child,
in an ardent devotion to the
ideal of military courage. Other
conceptions of arete are gradually
developed by subsequent Greek
authors until the culmination is
reached in Plato, who, with
typical Greek love of order and
symmetry, in his Laws assigns to
arete a hierarchy of values as
follows:
There are two kinds of good things,
the human and the heavenly; the
former are dependent on the latter.
... First among the lesser goods is
health, second beauty, third strength
... and fourth wealth .... Among the
heavenly goods the first and foremost
is wisdom, second a reasonable habit
of mind allied with insight, third ...
is justice, and fourth courage. All
these rank naturally before the lesser
goods, and in this order the lawgiver
must rank them.

The Greeks, then, formulated
the idea of an excellence in the
existence of man which made life
meaningful to them, whereas
with us the absence of what
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Huxley has called an ethical
ideal, a best in life, an arete, is
largely responsible for the malady of our age, for its disorder
and confusion. Today the majority of men have exchanged
the bright certainty of faith and
reason for the dim twilight of
uncertain opinion. But for us too
there must exist an arete, which
we must make our goal in life
and to the best of our ability
strive continuously to attain. For
once we have recognized that
there is a human ideal and have
agreed in our definition of arete,
its mere concept should justify
itself and constitute a selfevident claim on the human
spirit.
May we therefore submit that
the existing arete for which we
should strive is threefold, and
that it comprises first a sound
character, secondly a disciplined
mind, and thirdly an elevated
spirit. Surely a liberal education
stands for character and scholarship, for neither without the
other, but for the interplay of
both. History teaches quite clearly that the conscience may not
safely be followed without a dispassionate understanding of objective facts. Many a person has
been led astray by an apparently
good conscience to deeds resulting in ruin to himself and to his
fellows. On the other hand,

knowledge without character offers a panorama of possibilities
suggestive of De Quincey's essay,
Murder as One of the Fine Arts, ,.
and illustrated in an especially
tragic manner by two brilliant ~
legal students at a large Ameri- ,..
can university a generation ago.
As educated men and women we
are therefore obligated in actual
practice to be intelligent no less ir
than to be virtuous and to be •
virtuous no more than to be intelligent.
But what about the development of character? The student ,
who learns the ways of nature inevitably must be strengthened in ..
the qualities of sincerity and
truthfulness. Nevertheless honesty is a negative virtue, while ~
truth, like the fear of the Lord,
is but the beginning of wisdom. ,\.
Do the natural sciences yield
further ethical instruction? The •
reply must be in the negative, for .,.
the forces of nature are devoid
of moral discrimination. Rain •
falls on the just and the unjust
alike; flood, tornado, and earthquake are no respecters of per- r
sons; lightning in fact is prone to
strike the lofty spire of the -=
church more readily than the
hidden den of iniquity. In the
realm of organic nature the wild l.
animal seldom dies a natural ~
death; he lives by hunting and is
himself hunted. But as a basis of ..
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conduct the law of the survival
of the fittest is repugnant to
man. For the upbuilding of
character we should do better, in
secular studies, to turn to the
masterpieces of literature, particularly to literature rich in
moral content, European literature, for instance, that began beside the shores of the Aegaean
and the banks of the Tiber,
upon which I have chiefly drawn
for the illustrations offered in
these remarks, t h o u g h t h e
Western cultures indebted to
Greece and Rome would serve
our purpose too.

For who in his study of the
lyric poet Horace, for example,
if he is at all sensitive to beauty
.; of thought and of language,
would fail to be affected by the
moral expressions of that match• less phrasemaker: A urea mediocritas ("The Golden Mean");
.. Integer vitae scelerisque purus
.,
("A life unsullied and devoid of
guilt"); Aequam memento rebus
in arduis servare mentem ("Remember to preserve a calm spirit
in time of stress"); Vis consili ex.. pers mole ruit sua ("Power bereft of wisdom collapses with its
own weight"). These and seemingly innumerable other such
felicitous expressions of that
~ artist of life not only provide
pleasure and enhance the aesthetic sen sib i 1 i ties, but
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also quicken one's ethical and
moral earnestness. And in epic
and dramatic poetry ethical distinctions are clarified through
analysis of concepts, characters,
and situations, whereby we are inspired, usually subconsciously and
unobtrusively, to right conduct
through admiration and imitation of the noble thoughts and
deeds, or through disapproval
and avoidance of their opposites,
in the heroic personages made
known to us therein. What a fine
opportunity we have for laying
the foundation of correct moral
judgment in following the acts
and analyzing the words and
deeds of Virgil's Aeneas and
Dido, or in the drama, of Euripides' Alcestis or Medea! We may
occasionally err in our interpretation of their conduct, because
of an incomplete understanding
of the ancient point of view, nor
may we always be able to accept
the classical view as correct; yet
by subjecting to critical examination the motives of a character
of heroic stature on a level of
action far removed from modern
conditions and prejudices, we
are acquiring a training of highest ethical value. And the more
intensive such sympathetic study
of the literary masterpieces becomes, the more powerful the
impressions are that the chief
actors leave on the youthful
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mind. It matters little whether
the details are forgotten. What
does matter is the lasting ennobling of the character:
"Much lost I, something stayed
behind,
A snatch maybe of ancient
song ;
Some breathing of a deathless
mind,
Some love of truth, some hate
of wrong." -Ionica.

To the nutritive and sensitive
functions shared with plants and
animals, there is added in man
the priceless endowment of intelligence. Intelligence, we are
told by Aristotle, is distinctive in
humanity and gives to human
life its unique character and
meaning. The good in man's life
must consist, not in the use of
those powers which he shares
with plants and animals, but in
the exercise in their most perfect
form of the rational powers
which belong to him as man
(Nicomachean Ethics). Reason
thus persuades us to subject our
minds to as strenuous a training
as is permitted by the moral and
intellectual stamina with which
we are endowed. Real education
must consequently be based on
a serious, consecutive, and progressive pursuit of studies that
are definite, teachable, and, I
am afraid, hard. This is the
course that must be followed if
one wishes to be able to "see
things as they really are," to em-

ploy the late Santayana's definition of intelligence. For in truly
educated men and women in all
walks of life there must be developed the fundamental powers,
first, of observation, by which
we observe things, not superficially in masses, but accurately
in detail; secondly, of comparison, by which we group objects
that are similar, perceiving their
likenesses and differences between classes; and thirdly, of
generalization, by which wt:
formulate in a comprehensive
and exact statement the results
of observation and comparison
~nd t~en inte~pret our findings
m the1r relatiOns, setting them
forth in such a way as to make
them plain to others. The student so educated will possess an
analytic and logical mind. He
will have learned how to think.
He will also understand his own
language and be able to express
himself intelligently therein. He
will have gained an insight into
one or more basic civilizations,
in each case preferably in the
original language. And by having cultivated his historical, constructive imagination, he will be
able to exercise sounder judgment and be in a position to interpret more correctly the current scene of life of which he is
a part.
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pline will not deny the importance of bodily health or of relaxation from toil. Apollo too
~
with his lyre sometimes wakes
• the slumbering Muse and does
not always bend his bow. The
Greeks moreover were fine athletes as well as profound and
.,
original thinkers, while the
... Roman maxim, "A sound mind
in a sound body," is as valid to. ., day as it was at the time when it
was coined. Nevertheless, even
under the best circumstances we
cannot expect the ordinary stu.. dent to become a scholar. His
ability may not be high enough
) for such excellence, his diligence
unequal to its maintenance, and
his daily tasks may interfere
.,
much with its constant practice
and culture .. Also the restlessness
of the age has resulted in a gen• eral revolt against discipline and
hard work, the impatience of all
.,. serious pre-vocational study, and
the demand for quick utilitarian
:1
results, or, to put the matter
more bluntly, for the fast dollar.
The downward pull of a low
-T
ideal, when it prevails among a
• vast body of men, is a very
powerful force that is extremely
.J
difficult to counteract. In fact
so widespread in our country has
the exaltation of mediocrity be'~
come, that one is reminded of
Samuel Johnson's withering remark concerning the uninitiated:
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"Sir, their ignorance is so great,
that I am afraid to show them
the bottom of it." There also
comes to mind the definition of
barbarism as "the absence of
standards to which appeal can be
made." The sober fact of the
matter is that a people in its
culture, in its statesmanship, in
its higher occupations and professional careers, if it would
stand long in the forefront, must
by applied, intelligent, humanistic study relate itself to the outstanding achievements of the
past, to draw salutary lessons and
rational guidance for the present.
No one is expected to be born
with the genius of John Stuart
Mill, who learned Greek at the
age of three and Latin a few
years later, or of Wilamowitz or
Jebb or Gildersleeve or Paul
Shorey. Yet potentially the normal student of today is certainly
as gifted as any of the past. What
he needs is to be filled with a
veritable passion for knowledge,
and an indefatigable enthusiasm
for reading, studying, and learning.
With character and intellect
there should be found a lofty
spirit. The Greeks, who believed
that life is worth living because
it enables man to contemplate
the heavens and order of the
universe, possessed the fresh vitality and joyous exuberance re-
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fleeted in their spirit of inquiry
and in all of their creative work.
They were firmly convinced that
with the sole exception of death
itself the secrets pertaining to
nature and man could be discovered if only they were sought.
And they were the first to conceive the ideal of progress based
on human effort and advancing
knowledge. The sympathetic description in Aeschylus' Prometheus of the progress of primitive man, his gift of fire, the use
of animals for transportation,
the invention of the sailing ship,
the discovery of medicine, of divination, and of the metals,
touches and uplifts the heart.
And in a famous ode of the
Antigone, Sophocles, the poet of
human progress, in words that
are the epitome and explanation
of the Greek achievement, exclaims with awe and admiration: "There are many wonderful things and nothing more
wonderful than man. Ingenious
beyond belief is the nature of his
skill." And when we turn from
their reverence for the discoveries and inventions of man
to their democratic spirit of fair
play, we think at once of Athens'
noblest statesman, Pericles, and
of the magnificent oration he delivered before the Athenian populace in its most glorious age. It
is an oration that is still our best

description of the democratic
ideal, in which justice is secured
for all and protection for the oppressed in accordance with the
established laws, and in which
talent in every branch of accomplishment is welcomed and honored, not for any reason of birth
or wealth, but on grounds of excellence alone. Also to this vision
of true political equality classical humanism can add t h e
breadth of sympathy indicative
of the widening of the moral
idea as expressed in the Roman
Stoic Seneca. According to this
cosmopolitan outlook the claims
of o t h e r s are immeasurably
heightened, when in each fellow
human being there is recognized,
despite weaknesses, some spark
of an all-pervading divine essence. Patience, kindliness, true
humanity are the fruits of such
a creed.
Thus we have endeavored to
indicate how the unaided mind
of man, though he is admittedly
known to be a moral being, has
through otherwise sheer reasoning evolved in the past an arete
of human nature that made
possible the good life for those
who adopted and attempted to
reach their ethical ideal. But so
far nothing has been said about
the initial and vastly superior
motivating power of religion. If
the ideals that have been set
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forth can be justified on grounds
of reason, how infinitely more
desirable of attainment do they
become, when we realize that our
Christianity exhorts us to strive
for them with might and main
every day of our lives! True,
Plato's idea of deity is both noble
and sublime. But Plato, tragic to
reflect, did not come to know the
God of Revelation, nor is religion as such the life blood of
Greece as it is of Palestine. The
Greeks commenced with man
and concluded with deity. But
the Christian knows God through
divine revelation and tries to
carry out His commands. The
Ten Commandments in themselves wisely command and tell
us how to develop our characters. Furthermore, the Christian
knows that God has also de~
dared: " ... Let us make man in
our image, after our likeness:
r and let them have dominion.
~
over all the earth, and over every
creeping thing that creepeth
upon the earth." (Gen. 1:26) In
this and other Bible passages the
Lord dire ts man to become
• master o( the universe, which
-( would include the discovery of
its laws. It is therefore not mere'1
ly our reasoned but our Christian duty too to train and im~ ~
prove our intellectual powers.
~ But through His great apostle,
Saint Paul, the Lord asserts
0

0

further: "And though I have the
gift of prophecy and understand
all mysteries, and all knowledge;
... and have not charity, I am
nothing." (I Cor. 13:2) Accordingly St. Paul, notwithstanding
his confession of indebtedness to
the "wise Greeks," who gave
their language to him and other
writers of the New Testament.
and his failure to disregard or
disavow the life of the mind,
nevertheless subordinates t h e
highest reason to the more elevated spirit of love. And through
St. Paul the Lord therefore
places the loftiest ideal of man,
far higher than any classical,
within the reach of every human
being.
This tremendous advance in
moral thought, this new humanism, is distinctly Christian. For
without the life of Christ it
would be impossible, yes, even
incredible. But because of Christ,
the good life, the life of love, can
be lived by all, by the illiterate
and unintelligent as well as by
the poet and philosopher. Yet
here too we must bear in mind
that of those endowed with more
talent, the Lord demands correspondingly more in return. We
are all our brother's keeper.
Hence there exists a stewardship
also of the intellect, which the
educated are required to use for
the service and benefit of their
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fellows. Because our God "so
loved the world that He gave
His only begotten Son to die for
us," we in turn, as manifestation
of our love for the Lord, will
love our neighbor and gladly devote to him our mental and spiritual as well as our material resources, so as to advance his welfare in every way and above all
lead him on the path to salvation through knowledge of our
Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ,
our righteousness and perfect
arete.
And so, to those who would
look at life steadily and live it
whole, in reply to the question
"What is the distinctive excellence of liberal education?" we

repeat: A sound character, a
disciplined mind, and an elevated spirit-not one, to the exclusion of the others, nor even two
without the third, but all three.

* * *
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We cannot make our maximum contribution as educated
Christians to society entirely by writing checks, joining organizations, signing petitions, and hiring executive secretaries. Such
purely vicarious service, carried on entirely by mercenaries of
mercy in our behalf, is of limited moral value to us and rarely
of great practical value for society. To be effective, we must
give ourselves first of all: we must share our minds, our wills,
our convenience, our leisure.
-Arthur Carl Piepkorn, Education for Realities (The
Valparaiso University Press, 1951)
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Religion, USIA, and the
Missionary Age
By ROBERT E. HORN
Cresset Staff Correspondent
The United States Information Agency, one of the government's team of foreign affairs
agencies, distributes news and
explanations of American policy
abroad, combats, confounds, and
~
competes with Russian propa,. ganda for the favor of world public opinion, and displays tidbits
of U. S. culture in foreign countries. Last March USIA's direc'"1
tor, Theodore Streibert, appointed a philosophy professor
from Earlham College (Richmond, Indiana) to head the
.• newly formed Office of Religious
Information. In this position Dr.
David Elton Trueblood supervises and co-ordinates the activities of a far-flung International
Press Service which channels religious articles, news, feature
, stories, and background essays
into some ten thousand newspapers in seventy-seven countries,
a network of 158 Overseas Libraries, the distribution of religious documentaries by the In-

ternational Motion Picture Service, and religious broadcasts in
thirty-four languages over the
Voice of America's powerful
transmitters.
Dr. Trueblood, who agrees
with Britain's eminent historian
Arnold Toynbee that we are no
longer living in the Cold Warbut in the Missionary Age-suggests only "three possible alternatives to the world situation:
one, that Russian Communism
will ultimately devour the Free
World; two, an Atomic War;
and, three, that free men will
win the battle for the minds of
our generation."
"The first two alternatives are
intolerable," says Dr. Trueblood.
"We are now behind in the
struggle. That is the significance,
the urgency of my job."
An energetic author of thirteen books, Dr. Trueblood has
taught at Stanford, Harvard, and
the Methodists' Garrett Biblical
Institute. He is known throu~h-
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out the country as a lecturer and
interpreter of Quaker beliefs. In
1947 he was elected Chairman of
the Friends World Committee
on Consultation. He credits his
association with the Friends as
an indirect reason for his appointment to the USIA. "As a
Quaker, I am in the religious
community what Switzerland is
among nations-small (there are
only some one hundred thousand
Friends in the United States),
neutral, respected, but not
feared," he points out.
Often Trueblood refers to his
activities with the USIA as that
of a salesman with his commodity, Truth. In his view it is "impossible to tell the truth about
America without including religion. To avoid it would be a
distortion."

The Tools
"Once again we bring you a
story of the Life We Prize-a program portraying people who are
moved by the spirit to help themselves and to help others... "
through the static crackles the
narrator's voice to the people beyond the Iron Curtain. Twentyfour hours a day the seventy-five
Voice of America short-wave
transmitters, ranging in power
from twenty-five thousand to one
million watts, blanket the globe.

Seven to eight percent of all
broadcast time on the Voice is
spent on religious programming,
which, when compared with the
2 per cent of broadcast time on
the three major networks in this
country (A.B.C., N.B.C., and
C.B.S.) devoted to similar programming, is a significant
amount. The two main religious
programs of the Voice are "The
Nation at Worship" (a half-hour
world-wide English broadcast of
recorded sermons every Sunday)
and "The Life We Prize" (a
weekly semi-dramatization in the
various languages on such topics
as Alcoholics Anonymous, the
Christophers, the God's Acre
idea, the Gideons, etc.). Special
programs on events like the National Day of Prayer suggested
by President Eisenhower, the
World Conference of Churches,
the Jewish Tercentenary celebration, interviews with clergymen,
a weekly religious news roundup,
and lectures (e.g., "The Spiritual
and Moral Principles Underlying Democracy") round out the
Voice's religious activity.
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Similar topics are dealt with ~
by the International Press Service's religious and cultural desk.
In the material sent each week
to 119 foreign information posts
emphasis is placed on ecumeni- ~
cal action, inter-faith councils, ._
and upon the variety, vigor, and
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tolerance of church groups in the
United States. Because of prevalent anti-clericalism in some
countries, a good deal of the material portrays laymen's work.
The USIA Overseas Libraries
are supplied with current religious magazines, monographs,
and books (e. g., Roland Bainton's Here I Stand, H. Richard
Niebuhr's Christ and Culture,
Reinhold Niebuhr's The Nature
and Destiny of Man, G. Bromley
Oxnam's The Church and Contemporary Change, Fulton J.
Sheen's God and Intelligence in
Modern Philosophy, and D. Elton Trueblood's Alternative to
Futihty). The International Motion Picture Service supplies
movies (some six thousand projectors are also provided by the
IMPS) to an estimated audience
of half-a-m illion people each
year. Sometimes, too, the USIA
prepares a picture exhibit, such
as the "Church in America"
series now displayed in two
foreign countries-Germany and
Australia. Photographs of American church architecture, art, liturgics, history, and acttVIttes
depict the multiplicity of religious expression in the United
States.

The Battle
Even with these powerful tools
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the competition is terrific. Each
year Russia spends more on
jamming the Voice of America
with man-made static than the
radio network costs the United
States. Right now the Russians
have 1000 ground-wave and 250
sky-wave static transmitters. This
means only one thing-the Voice
is dangerous to the men of the
Kremlin.
Moreover, the Russians have
initiated this year new antireligious attacks both in the
Soviet press and over Radio Moscow. In reply to the Russian attacks which are directed at proving science and religion mutually contradictory, USIA is preparing a series exposing the spurious
Russian reasoning and showing
the unity of science and religion.
Numerous fugitives from Iron
Curtain countries have testified
to the effectiveness of USIA,
especially to the immense audience the Voice of America has in
the otherwise inaccessible Communist countries. And the Russian press has paid the Voice
some left-handed compliments
too (e. g., a prominent Soviet
journalist inadvertently praised
the Voice when he wrote that the
Voice has become "synonymous
with lying and provocational fiction to millions of S o v i e t
people").
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To take the offensive, turn the
tide of the battle to our advantage and claim ultimate victory,
according to Dr. Trueblood, we
"need the three P's the Communists have: a philosophy, a program, and a passion ... we must
learn to wage peace as boldly as
we wage war ...We are noted for
salesmanship but we sell the
wrong things ...We have kept
silent about our spiritual possessions, which really have the
power to kindle human minds."
~

The Opportunity
The big question arising over
the relationship of the federal
government to churches is
answered by Dr. Trueblood in
this way:
We believe tn the separation of
Church and State; we do not believe
in the separation of Religion and the
State. President Eisenhower himself
told me in his office when I took this
job that anyone who talks in terms of
civil liberties without their religious
basis and source does not know what
he is talking about. I agree.
I will not use the N arne of God for
national purposes or nationalistic interests. I will print the truth. If someone, either government official or private interest, tries to dett;r or pressure
me to some other course, I shall resign before I trade lies for truth.

Functionally, the problem is
set up in this way: the citizens
of the U. S. provide tax money;
Congress appropriates a certain
amount (approximately $80 mil-

lion a year) for USIA's operations; part of this amount is
spent for programs devoted to
religion; the material is picked
by Trueblood and the policy
staff of USIA (whose criteria of
selection are their own, and
whose limits are only the avoidance of information which would
obviously either offend a particular faith or discriminate
against it-by ignoring it.) In effect, the United States government sets aside some money for
information about religion as it
is practiced in the United States.
The opportunities of such a
program are stimulating. USIA
can, and does, present sermons
and church services via radio to
peoples who wouldn't or couldn't attend divine worship in
Communist-controlled territory.
It demonstrates the importance
of freedom of worship in this
country. It portrays some important aspects of the kaleidoscopic religious scene m the
United States, such as the cooperation of different faiths in
the National Council of Christians and Jews, the "grass-roots
laymen's movements," and the
work of religious groups in ending segregation of minorities. In
the predominantly non-Christian
nations, USIA's material emphasizes philosophical and moral
questions, as well as toleration of
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men of other faiths. And considerable attention is given to
the discussion of the spiritual
foundations of democracy.
Added together, it is a huge
ideological undertaking. T h e
difficulties are to keep from
mixing unmixable ideas, merely
for the point of presenting "a
positive alternative to Communism," and to make sure that
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each intention is clearly in mind,
and clearly stated so rhat the
world audience is not confused
either by the motives of or by
the material and programs received from USIA.
"Ideas have changed history
before," says Dr. Trueblood optimistically. "They may do so
again."

There is one particular in which the parable of the goodly
pearls cannot be taken too literally as a parallel of human life.
When we are dealing with physical pearls, only one fortunate
man at a time can own them, but when we are dealing with
dominant interests we have something which can be owned by
many. There are many persons who have already found themselves in the effort to achieve world peace, but that does not
keep any of us away from the same field ....
It is foolish to live for little things, but it is glorious to live
for big ones.
-D. Elton Trueblood

Berserk!
By

WALTER

F.

c.

ADE

Associate Professor of Foreign Languages
Valparaiso University

which we hope you will find as
interesting and enlightening as
we did ourselves.
In Modern English berserk
means to exhibit a raging, wanton recklessness which far surpasses ordinary anger; to run
riot, to run amuck. Probably
few people are aware, however, &
that the word has not only a
highly significant but also a very •
old origin. It comes into our
language from the myths of
Scandinavian antiquity, in the
,..1
days when the heathen gods
~
Odin, Thor, Freya, Balder and
a host of others were worshipped "
in Iceland, Sweden and Norway
at the dawn of European history. .. I
And now to the legend! Berserker was the son of the eighthanded Starkadher and the beautiful Alfhilde, and was originally named Arngrimm. He was a
greatly feared warrior, who, according to one version, liked best
to fight without donning either
a coat of mail or a helmet, compensating the lack of this protective gear with his daemonic

In a recent issue of a great
American newspaper, there appeared the following headin~
concerning the steady increase of
wanton destruction of public
property in general on the part
of teenagers and especially the
ruthless so-called vengeance these
young vandals were wreaking
upon their favorite victims, the
schools: Berserk Kids Raid,
'Reck, Ruin Schools. It was
pointed out that these are the
modern three R's as conceived
by the coming generation, the
citizens of to-morrow.
Shameful as this wholesale
wave of destruction is, it is not
our intention to comment upon
it here. Our purpose is rather to
focalize our attention on but one
word in the heading, the word
berserk. Several times before this
the word had intrigued us, and
with all good intentions we had
made a note to investigate its
origin. In a word, it had been
postponed and left undone. This
time we determined to trace it
to its source. This is the result,
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fury in battle. For this reason he
was given the nickname Berserker, which in the Scandinavian tongue of that time meant
bare-armour, that is without
armour or armourless, from bar=
without (bare) and saerk=shirt,
doublet, or, in a projected sense,
!(
armour.
A second version will have it
that the term berserker means
bear-sark or bear-shirt, and has
nothing to do with either bare
(naked) or the extended meaning of saerk=armour. Those who
support this theory claim that
berserker is derived from the
Old Icelandic u-stem bjorn=
bear and serkr=shirt (from the
Latin sarcia). According to Vigfusson, "in olden ages athletics
and champions used to wear
hides of bears, wolves and reindeer,"-hence a berserker means
a warrior-hero who wears a bear.., skin shirt.
Thirdly, there is also a strong
possibility that the berserker
were named bear-shirts from a
common superstition that they
were
skin-changers, w h o got
•
superhuman strength from their
animal nature. Sometimes they
were also called ulfhethner=
wolf-coats, which gave rise to a
widespread belie£ in werewolfery
among the heathen Norsemen.
In the Volsunga Saga, chapter
eight, we are told the following
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story. "Sigmund and Sinfjotli,
faring abroad in the woods one
day, come to a certain house. In
this house they find two men
with great gold rings fast asleep.
These two were kings' sons who
were now s p e II - b o u n d skinchangers, for wolf-skins were
hanging up over them in the
house. Only every tenth day
might they come out of these
skins. Now Sigmund and Sinfjotli place the wolf-skins on
themselves, and then they may
in no-wise come out of them,
although the same nature went
with them as before. T h e y
howled as wolves howl, but both
knew the meaning of that howling. They lay out in the open
wood, and each went his own
way. An agreement was made between them, that each should
risk the onset of seven men, but
no more." Again in chapter five
of the same work we read:
"Some men say that this same
she-wolf was the mother of King
Siggeir, who had turned herself
into this likeness by troll's lore
and witchcraft."
In these two quotations we
have the salient features of the
skin-changing superstition: I. the
endowment of the given animal
attributes to skin-changers by a
supernatural agency, and 2. the
ability of persons thus endowed
to fight against sevenfold odds,
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due to their ferocious animal
nature. Such skin-changers were
universally credited once, in Iceland no less than elsewhere. Men
possessing the power of becoming wolves or bears at intervals,
and oftentimes compelled to do
so, find a large place in mediaeval story, but were also wellknown in classic literature. Particularly in Old Scandinavian
literature is such a transformation frequent. To name but a
few instances, we mention Ari
Thorgilsson's account of the
episode of Dufthach and Storwolf o' Whale in his Islendingabok; the account of Hrolf Kraki's
last fight in Hrolfs saga Kraka,
where Bjarki was said to have
fought in the form of a bear;
and the Hromundm· saga Gripsson, in which Thrainn is described as a former viking who
had "conquered Valland and
was king there, a great berserk
and strong, full of enchantments." This same Thrainn is
again mentioned in the Sturlunga saga (ed. Vigfusson, vol.
I, p. 19) in connection with the
wedding feast and the merrymaking which takes place there,
and is described as haugbroti
Thrains be?'Serhs=of the berserker Thrainn , whose grave
was desecrated. This refers to the
account given in the Hromun dar saga Gripsson that after

King Thrainn's death in Valland, Hromund sailed there and
broke into his grave for the pm·
pose of seeking treasure. We are
told that after a long struggle
with the 'undead' king, Hromund took from him a valuable
ring, a gold collar, a n d a
famous sword called Mistilteinn.
The significant point to be
noted here is that the berserker
Thrainn though buried is said
to be 'undead' when his grave is
desecrated by Hromund. Surely
here we have a clear instance of
supernatural power attributed to
a berserker, the same or greater
power even than is attributed to
shin-changers in other classes.
Skin-changers, who in battle
were wild warriors on whom a
fighting rage descended 1 i k e
madness, more than likely included the berserker. A conjecture might even be risked as to
whether perhaps the name
Bjarki, who was said to have
fought in the form of a bear in
Hrolfs saga Kraka, may not be
the origin of the word berserk.
The name would seem to be
akin to the Old Norse bjam=
bear, and by analogy Bjarki,
fighting in the form of a bear,
may eventually have become
kn own as bear-shin or bet·serh.
Such an association, though
merely conjectural, is not at all
inconceivable. It should perhaps
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be mentioned that attempts have
been made to connect the names
Bothvar Bjarki and Beowulf
etymologically, but not too convincingly. Such attempts were
inspired chiefly because of the
strikingly parallel episode of
Bjarki's visit to the Danish
court and that of Beowulf's visit
to Hrothgar's court. Klaeber has
described these etymological attempts in his edition of Beowulf,
p. xxviii. Skin-changers in general, who were endowed with
superhuman strength from the
animal nature which they had
assumed were said to be skinstrong (invulnerable), and many
historic persons were said to
have this quality, particularly in
battle, in the days when the
Nordic eddas and sagas flourished.
Indeed, so sincere and so widespread was the belief in this
supernatural quality on the part
of skin-changers in the age of the
Vikings and Norsemen, that
warriors or champions under the
spell of such an unholy transformation inspired the utmost fear
and dread. In battle berserkers
and skin-changers in general are
said to have been subject to inward fits of fury which after a
time became frenzied and uncontrollable. Then they howled
like wild beasts, foamed at the
mouth, gnawed the rim of their
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shields, and with their swords
lashed out furiously and aimlessly in all directions. Resistance
or repression merely increased
the force of their violence and
fury. On such occasions they
were popularly believed to be
under a supernatural protection
and proof against fire and steel.
According to the myth, Amgrimm, son of Starkadher and
the beautiful Alfhilde, who was
the original berserker, chose as
his wife the fair daughter of
King Swarfurlam, whom he had
slain in battle. She bore him
twelve sons, who were all just as
wild and fierce as was their
father. Because they too were
said to go into battle without
donning protective armour, they
were also called berserker. In the
battles in which they took part
the berserker swath became proverbial, for t h e y mercilessly
mowed down with the sword all
living things which came in their
way. One day they accompanied
their brother H i or n a r t to
Sweden to fetch his bride, and
on the way they are said to have
met their death at the hands of
Hialmer and his warrior-friend
Oddur, who challenged them to
fight.
Their name has since become
proverbial to designate crazed,
violent, blindly raging and wantonly destructive persons, who
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are said to run berserk. In Modern High German the derived
proverbial phrase is different in
that it does not emphasize the
aimless, wantonly destructive aspects as does the English. Mit
Berserkerwut Kaempfen means

to fight with the fury of the
Berserkers} and may be used in
instances where a soldier's zeal
in battle is actually complimented since it is viewed in a highly
commendable light.

Yet a prince should make himself feared in such a way that,
if he does not thereby merit love, at least he may escape odium,
for being feared and not hated may well go together. And indeed the prince may attain this end if he but respect the property
and the women of his subjects and citizens. And if it should become necessary to seek the death of someone, he should find a
proper justification and a public cause, and above all he should
keep his hands off another's property, for men forget more
readily the death of their father than the loss of their patrimony.
Niccolo Machiavelli, The Prince (AppletonCentury-Crofts, 1947)
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A Lonely Hunter
•

By L.

DAVID HANSON

Augsburg College (Minneapolis)

Winter came early this year,
rolling its shaggy, white, windwhipped mantle down the freshly plowed black fields. The air
cold and biting as it blew down
the hills, across the open prairie
and finally rolled up the hills
on the other side of the valley.
The ponds and marshes had thin
sheets of ice that the cold before the snow had frozen over
the water. The ice acted as a
drum for the hard, ice-crystallized flakes as they gently tapped
on the layer of ice. There was an
air space between the thin layer
of ice and the water which made
the ice appear an opaque whiteness. In the larger ponds there
was open water in the middle
with the ice white around the
grey-blue waters.
The snow had rolled down
from the north country carrying
with it ducks and geese frightened by the early snow and now
attempting to fly from the
snow and the hunter's gun.

house after doing the chores, he
smelled the clean fresh air and
the promise of a soft, evening
snow. He looked up to the northeastern hills and saw the bare
and broken birch wave gently in
the evening breeze. High, high
above the trees a line of geese
moved in a steady procession in
the late evening sky. Over the
hill the geese came and down
into the valley. Fran watched as
they wheeled around in the neardarkness and finally settled below the line of trees into Culbertson Pond. Fran looked out
over Wing Lake which now had
a thin layer of ice loosely attached to the shore. Ice jutted
out jagged-like toward the
middle of the lake. Fran knew
the lake wouldn't freeze over for
at least a week because the cold
wasn't dry and bitter, b u t
rather the kind of cold that
makes you want to breathe the
air into your lungs.
The sky was a dirty-grey with
dark ominous patches thrown
here and there by a gen tie wind.
The sky was dark and the sky

* *as Fran had
The night* before
walked from the barn to the
37
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was low as it crouched over the
brown-grey hillside. It was the
time to hunt ducks.
Fran went to bed at 8:30 that
evening and decided he would
get up at four in the morning
for a breakfast of pancakes and
maple syrup with fresh warm
milk. There were no dreams that
night-the excitement of a morning shoot put Fran to sleep
early.
During the night the sky remained its splotchy grey, but all
the blackness and the greybrownness of the earth was
covered with white.

* * *

"Fran, the ducks will soon be
flying." Fran knew the gentle
shake out of sleep came from his
mother. "The cakes and saus·
age'll be ready in a few minutes
-so hurry." The sun would be
up in an hour so he'd have to
hurry.
The pancakes were soaked in
syrup and washed down with
hot milk and continual reminding from his mother that he was
eating too fast. Fran laced his
boots and put on all the jackets
a~d scarfs that would protect
him from the cold wind that was
whistling down into the valley.
No one ever went with Fran except Raven, a jet-black, welltrained, bitch retriever. They

had a good mile to go to get to
the other side of the valley and
to the pond where Fran hunted
-he always went there because
there were never any hunters
and always plenty of ducks.

•

* * *

Through a break in the trees
Fran could see Eagle pond with
its grey water. There was hardly
any ice because the willows went
down almost to the shore and
protected the pond from the
freezing blasts of cold air rushing down out of the hills. Fran
knew there wasn't anyone
around and he hadn't heard any
shots yet, so he was early. Raven
shagged around in the brush
chasing imaginary rabbits and
then crouching low she'd bound
out of the brush into Fran's path
and slither around behind Fran
and then go through the process
over again.
Fran adjusted the brake on
the point of land that jutted
out into the pond. He knew he'd
get his limit by noon, but he had
a lunch and he'd rather stay here
and eat it cold than go back and
eat at home and' have to listen to
the city-hunters brag about the
two ducks they had bagged with
a couple boxes of shells. Fran
had a dozen twelve gauge with
him.
The trees on the shore line
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were bending and bowing to the
wind as it m o v e d quickly
through them.

* * *

~

The first three ducks had been
easy and it was only about
eleven, so F r a n decided he
wouldn't shoot anymore until
the afternoon. He cached his
lunch in a tree and started
circling the pond with legs that
were stiff from one position. The
pond was a perfect circle except
for the point that jutted almost
to the middle. Fran liked the
point because you could watch
the sky. Just opposite from the
point there was a spring that
came out of some rocks. The
water in the spring was always
fresh and clean. The spring
never stopped flowing and Fran
used to wonder where all the
water went that flowed into the
pond. He'd never found an outlet. Raven, glad of her freedom ,
bounded around in the woods,
trying to chase any creature she
saw. Fran had walked along the
path that went around the lake
(people said the Indians made
the path and Fran believed it
because he had never seen anyone else here except himself)
and finally came to the spring.
He put his knees on the log by
the spring and bent down and
drank of the cold water-it was
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always cold, even when he
fished the pond in the summer.
Fran walked away from the pond
to get around the spring and he
still followed a path. Fran knew
the spring was old because the
path was old. Raven was still
bounding and shagging around
in the woods scaring up ground
game and a few grouse and partridge. Fran never would hunt
two kinds of game a day-if he
hunted ducks he would pass up
a sure shot on a grouse.
It was about noon when he
returned to the point. He took
his sandwiches of sliced cold
beef hearts on heavy rye bread
and some pale, soft German
malt to wash down the dry feeling the sandwiches left in his
throat. Raven whined for food
and Fran threw a half a sandwich to her.
It was mid-day, but the sun
was buried under grey clouds
and the water in the pond was
the same dull grey of the sky.
The breeze moved from the hills
no more and cold settled down
over the lake filled valley. The
ducks hid in the natural brakes
at the edge of the lakes and
ponds where the tall brown
swamp grass bent stiffly over the
water. The hunters scanned the
sky for ducks. But there were
none. Occasionally a hunter
would shoot at a gull in its dip-
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ping duck-like flight. All that
could be seen was in shades of
grey, even the morning-white
countryside was grey now in the
nonexistent mid-day sun.
Fran fell asleep after he ate,
but the cold from the ground
and air soon made him get up
and stamp around to warm himself. The wind was picking up
and hard snow crystals were beginning to fall-and they were
bitter and sharp against the face
-shoot the last duck and then
go home. Way across the valley
the sound of the hunters' guns
spoke of frightened ducks-they
were beginning to fly again.
He had waited a long time
and no ducks came. There wasn 't much time left if he was
going to get his limit. The snow
had lost its hardness and was
barely falling in soft, small
flakes. The wind was rising as
the dusk approached. Off in the
distance a line of ducks were
slowly beating their way across
the valley. They weren't going to
stop here. It was cold and it was
·oon sundown. There were three
ducks lying on the ground. Fran
shoved them in his coat pockets
and started for home. The snow
began to fall heavy now and the
sky looked white and the ground
looked white-all was white ex-

cept the black trees, the hunter
and his dog.

* * *

"I got three, but there weren't
too many flying. I think I'll go
out tomorrow, I've still got some
shells left."
"Do you want to take some
hunters out to Culbertson in the
morning? They had poor luck
today."
Fran knew the poor luck was
that they were so boozed they
couldn't see the end of the barrel, but he agreed with his
mother and told her he'd turn
in early. He'd hunt with them at
Culbertson Pond in the morning and hunt at Eagle in the
afternoon. He could take it for
a morning. He always wondered
why the city boozers didn't have
an accident with their guns.
They always drank and never
were able to hit the game.

* * *

Outside the air was still and
the sky clear black-blue. The
black tree skeletons took grotesque shapes against the white
snow. Even with the clear sky
and the moon, the earth was still
held in the blackness of the
night. In a clearing by the house
a black, bitch dog yelped at the
moon. It would be a poor morning for ducks. Maybe the afternoon would be better.

Letter from
Xanadu, Nebr.
Dear Editor:
Well, I see that the Church is
out to nick us for some more
money. Every year it's the same
thing-money, money, money.
And it's always for a "good
cause."
I don't know whether I'm going to kick in for this drive or
not. I notice that some of the
money is going to train women
to work in the Church. Now in
the first place, I think we have
gone about far enough as it is
letting women get their foot in
the Church, and for another
thing the trouble with women is
that they're going to get married
and then all of that money you
spent on them goes down a rathole. Maybe I'm old-fashioned,
but we had some pretty happy
families back in the days when
women learned to sew and bake
and cook and didn't get themselves all mixed up with outside
activities.
Then I notice that we are supposed to kick in for a chapel on
a university campus. This gets
right back to what I was talking
about last month. It's high time
41

that we started untangling religion from all of the things it
has got mixed up with the last
few years. When I went to business college, we learned how to
make up balance sheets and how
to type and how to write business letters and that was that.
We never interrupted our classwork to sing hymns or pray and
it never occurred to us that we
had any business doing so. I say,
if you want to go to church, go
to church. If you want to get an
education, go to school. But
don't keep running back and
forth from one thing to another.
Anyway, when you come right
down to it, I don't much care
for young kids who are too
goody-goody. They shouldn't get
into any serious trouble, of
course, but it seems to me that
we all have a certain amount of
the devil in us and if it doesn't
come out when we are young, it's
going to pop up later on when
it may wreck a man's home or
his business.
The other two "causes" may
be all right, but I still wonder
whether the Church ought to be
bothered with that kind of
charity work. With the taxes we
pay nowadays, let the government take care of our charity
cases. I know this is not a very
nice thing to say, but doggone
it I'm getting tired of anteing up
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for other people's
troubles.
We've all got our own troubles
and it seems to me that we ought
to take care of them ourselves.
What it boils down to is that
I am getting tired, every time I
save a few bucks to get myself
something I want, to have the
Church breathing down my neck
again with its hand out. If I turn
them down, it bothers my conscience. If I don't turn them
down, I get mad at myself for
being such a soft touch. I just
wish that they would go away
and let me alone.
This refugee business gets me,
especially. All of the people who
had any get up and go left
Europe years ago, anyway. The
ones who stayed evidently didn't
have any ambition, and they certainly didn't have sense enough
to stay out of war, so now here
they are panhandling us. Maybe
this isn't the Christian thing to
say, but as far as I am concerned
we would all be better of£ if
Europe just disappeared from
the map. And you guys with
your soft hearts for those Europeans will be singing a different
tune when you have to send your
own kids over there to straighten
them out.
Maybe you had better not even
print this letter. I know that it
goes against the trend of the
times. We've got do-gooders in

the Church and do-gooders in
politics and the whole crowd of
them talk so convincingly that
even a guy like me sometimes
wonders whether he is really
sound in his thinking or not. But
you notice who is the fall guy for
all of these noble ideas of theirs.
It's guys like me who happen to
have accumulated a few bucks by
hard work and thrift. They say
we are crude and out-of-date, but .,
they sure don't mind accepting
•
our money.
The trouble with me is that I
got born at the wrong time. The
world was a nice, quiet, comfortable place when I was a kid.
A man could get ahead and if he
did well he could keep what he
made. There's no incentive to
make good anymore. Sometimes
I feel like quitting my work and
turning all of my worries over
to the do-gooders. I suppose
such sentiments shock you because you've been fed a steady
diet of this "social obligation"
and "love of neighbor" stuff.
But I'll bet there are plenty of
men my age who would be only
too glad to "turn the clock
back," as you say, to what you
call "the bad old days." At least
a man had a chance to be somebody in those days.

1
..

.

Yours, etc.
G. G.

'

~ and MUSIC MAKERS
By

WALTER

Recently I had another opportunity to hear, and write about,
the famous De Paur Infantry
Chorus. The concert was filled
with stirring and unforgettable
beauty. The De Paur Infantry
Chorus, c o n d u c t e d by able
Leonard de Paur, is without a
doubt one of the finest male
choirs in our land.
One must call this group
.... unique because it is made up of
Negroes who are veterans of
· .._ World War II and of the war in
Korea; one must speak of it as
one of the finest male choirs in
our land because it sings with
proper and uncommonly sensi• tive attention to all those elements that are the essential ingredients of sterling artistry. The
'1 diction of the chorus is sharp in
every detail. A keen sense of the
importance of incisiveness in the
.... matter of rhythm permeates the
singing of this choir. Besides, a
feeling for pertinence of accen> tuation
works its magic with
magnetic effectiveness.
As I listened to the chorus, I
was never aware of that disconcerting emphasis on tawdry and
1 meretricious effects which im43
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parts a distinctively artificial
character to much of the choral
singing o n e hears nowadays.
Neither did I ever note that
rocking-horse type of phrasing
which is a caricature of true artistry and has nothing whatever
in common with genuine sincerity of purpose. One must
place special emphasis on the
famous male choir's remarkable
command of volume control and
on its outstanding ability in the
important matter of tone color.
Since I have characterized the
De Paur Infantry Chorus as
unique, it will be necessary to
mention its thrillingly authentic
way of presenting the music of
the Negroes. I am especially glad
to do this because I believe with
all my heart that the Negroes of
our land have brought forth and
cultivated an important contribution to folk music .
When you have an opportunity to hear this excellent chorus
- either in the flesh or by way of
recordings- note those minute,
fascinating, and completely authentic subdivisions of our seventone scale in its singing of Negro
songs. This is a form of the
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microtonality germane to Negro
music. In technical language it
is k n ow n as portamento-a
smooth gliding, so to speak, from
one tone to another. It is part
and parcel of genuine Negro
singing and cannot be indicated
by means of notes. But, as Captain de Paur told me, it must be
carefully drilled and rehearsed.
By the way, Hall, where is tha t
book which you told me you
might write about the spirituals
of the Negroes? You are only
sixty-eight, and the world of
music has a right to expect a
work of this kind from your
authoritative pen.
The De Paur Infantry Chorus
does not limit its attention to
songs that came in to being
among the Negroes. It devotes
its exemplary diction, its keen
sense of rhythm, its sensitive regard for proper phrasing, its
understanding of accentuation,
and its deft and painstaking C•)ntrol of color and dynamics tu
music of many types. It sings secular songs and sacred songs,
songs from the Middle Ages,
songs from World War Il, songs
by composers who are known to
all as great masters, songs hy
contemporary w r i t e r s, Creole
songs, songs from Latin America,
songs that are serious and smtgs
that are filled with fun. I must
commend t h e chorus whole-

heartedly for the homogeneity of
expression it achieves. T h i s
group is fortunate indeed to have
as its director a man as competent as Captain de Paur.
I heard the De Paur Infantry
Chorus present Johann Sebastian
Bach's motet jesus, Dearest
Treasure with a comprehensive
mastery of style. Every tone was
crystal clear. The singing was
true to the spirit and the letter
of the music. Captain de l'aur
had the choir sing the word
"Jesus" as it is spelled in English
-and with the English pronun- ...
ciation. I discussed this matter
with him at some length, and I f
was happy to learn that he is in
agreement with me when I say,
as I have often done by word
of mouth and with the pen, that
when one sings English one •
should not use the pronunciation I.
Yaysoo. Some choir directors demand this pronunciation of the ;La tin vocative case even when
the word is not in the vocative
case. They should study gram- _
mar. Naturally, one should use
the pronunciation Yaysoo when
singing Latin or German. But to
employ it when singing English
is, to my thinking, an affectation
pure and simple.

A s i g n i f i c a n t and muchdiscussed event took place in '"

l
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Leningrad on December 17,
1953. I am referring to the
world premiere of a new symphony from the pen of Dimitri
Shostakovich-the Symphony No .
10, in E Minor, Op. 93.
The Soviet Union, as you
know, is proud of Shostakovicheven though it has, on several
occasions, consigned this famous
and able composer to the doghouse. One critic in the U.S.S.R.
wrote as follows concerning the
new work:
The symphony has clearly expressed
tragic character. It is sufficient to recall that in it there is not a single
calm passage. The music throughout
is impulsive; its emotional excitement,
now and then, reaches the most extreme, sometimes painful, intensity.

'"'
'

•

Shostakovich himself has stated
that in his Symphony No. 10 he
has endeavored to give exprestion to "thoughts and aspirations of our contemporaries."

The first American performance of the new work took place
on October 14, 1954, at Carnegie
.... Hall, in New York City. On that
important occasion the symphony was played by the Philharmonic-Symphony Orchestra of
New York under Dimitri Mitropoulos. Fortunately, the same orchestra, under the same conductor, recorded the composition
(Columbia ML-4959).
1
On the basis of this superb
disc-presentation - reviewed in
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brief by me in a recent issue of
THE CRESSET-I have concluded
that the Symphony No. 10 is, in
some respects, the best symphony
from the noted Soviet composer's
workshop. To my thinking, it is
far superior to the richly promising Symphony No. 1 and the
sumptuously scored Symphony
No. 5. I mention these works because I consider them much
more important than the sixth,
seventh, eighth, and ninth symphonies from the Soviet composer's pen. The Ninth seems to
me to represent a rather futile
attempt on Shostakovich's part
to compose a work which might
vie in popular appeal with the
late Sergei Prokofieff's masterfully conceived Classical Symphony. I still believe that Prokofieff was a far more important
composer than Shostakovich.
Let me say a little more about
Early Medieval Music up to 1300
- edited by Dom Anselm Hughes
and published a few months ago
by the Oxford University Press
-which I reviewed briefly in a
recent issue of THE CRESSET.
Many books devoted-either
entirely or in part-to early medieval music up to 1300 deal almost exclusively with the tonal
art as employed in connection
with religious worship. In con-
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sequence, the character and the
importance of the secular-or
profane-music of this period are
completely unknown to most
students. It is gratifying, therefore, to observe that the volume
edited by Hughes pays proper
attention to church music without in any way overlooking or
minimizing the significance of
music which, although not directly and immediately associated with the various forms and
styles designed for ecclesiastical
use, nevertheless exercised an undeniable-and, in more than one
respect, an unmistakable - influence on sacred music.
In the face of a goodly amount
of what I choose to call blind opposition I have consistently maintained that one cannot study
church music adequately and
properly ·without giving careful
and painstaking consideration to
its secular blood relative. The
two are inextricably intertwined.
This, I may add, is only one of
the many cogent reasons which
prompt me to recommend the
second volume of The New Oxford History of Music wholeheartedly to everyone interested
in the development of the tonal
art and in particular to those
who, as teachers and, shall I say,
practitioners of church music,
seem for some strange reason to
believe that one can satisfactorily

evaluate and discuss the one type
without noting and stressing the "
character and the influence of
the other.
Menahem Pressler, the able
Israeli pianist, has recorded two ...
compositions which for many
years have been close to my
heart (M-G-M E3057). Both are
from the pen of Edvard Hagerup
Grieg, the famous Norwegian
master of melody and colordrenched harmony.
In my opinion, the Ballade in •
the Form of Variations on a Norwegian Folk Song, Op. 24 is, in ~
every respect, the finest of the
many works bequeathed to us by
Grieg. Besides, I consider it one
of the great masterpieces in the
'
literature for the piano.
Grieg was essentially a m1ma- .~o
turist. Although he wrote some
music in the larger forms, those rworks are in reality concatenations of miniatures. Some commentators hold Grieg to the ~
strictest accountability for this
and declare that since the Norwegian composer was by no ~
means a master of the larger
forms, he should not be looked
upon as one of the world's im- •
portant writers of music.
Stuff and nonsense! Grieg was ~
Grieg, and no one else. Further- /'more, he did not strive to be
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anyone else. He was true to himself. It is more than probable
that he himself realized that he
was a miniaturist and that he
actually meant his larger works
to be concatenations of miniatures. What, pray, is wrong with
that? No one can ever be a
master of every aspect of the farflung field of writing music.
Walter Niemann, the distinguished German critic, speaks
of Grieg's Ballade as "the most
perfect musical embodiment of
Norway and the Norwegian
people, of its longing for light
and sun, and, at the same time,
the most perfect embodiment in
music of Grieg the man."
Grieg's Ballade is a set of fourteen masterfully constructed variations on the melancholy Norwegian folk song I Know Many a
Pretty Song from Foreign Lands.
Yes, these are fourteen miniatures. But w h a t wonderful
beauty they contain!
I became acquainted with
Grieg's Ballade many years ago
when I heard Fanny BloomfieldZeisler, one of the greatest
woman pianists of all time, play
the work at one of her inspiring
recitals. The composition impressed me so deeply that I purchased a copy as soon as I could
and then memorized it. My heart
literally leaped for joy when I
received the disc on which Press-
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ler's stirring reading of the great
masterpiece is imprinted with
outstanding skill on the part of
the recording engineers. On the
opposite side of this disc Pressler plays Grieg's Sonata in E
Minor, Op. 7. Although this is
an excellent work-a work filled
with much of the soil and the
soul of Norway-it does not
measure up to the great Ballade.
But I am fond of it, and I like
Pressler's fine performance. The
sonata, too, conjures up many
pleasant recollections; f o r I
learned it years ago and still enjoy hearing and playing it. Grieg
was only twenty-two when he
wrote this beautiful composition.

Recent Recordings
BRAHMS. Concerto in D
Major, for Violin and Orchestra,
Op. 77. Gioconda de Vito, violinist,
with the Philharmonia Orchestra of
London under Rudoolf Schwarz.A wonderfully beautiful recording
of Brahms's one and only violin concerto. Yes, this is a recording to be
treasured. The famous Italian
violinist studied the concerto for
eleven years before she attempted
to play it in public. "It has been in
her repertoire twenty years or
more," writes Wallace Brockway in
his excellent program notes, "but
only recently has she worked out
one remaining difficulty to her own
satisfaction." The Italian govern-
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ment purchased the famous "Tuscan" Stradivarius and lent it to
Gioconda de Vita for the rest of her
life. T h i s recording-artistically
boxed-is a His Master's Voice release. It was made in February,
1952, in Kingsway Hall, London.
33 1/3 rpm. RCA Victor LHMV-5.
CAMILLE
SAINT-SAENS.
Highlights
from "Samson and Delilah." Rise
Stevens, mezzo-soprano as Delilah;
Jan Peerce, tenor, as Samson; Robert Merrill, baritone, as the High
Priest. Members of the NBC Symphony Orchestra. The Robert Shaw
·Chorale. Leopold Stokowski, conductor. -RCA Victor reports that
highlights from operas are far more
popular these days than full-length
disc-presentations. This t on a 11 y
sumptuous recording-made in Manhattan Center, New York City, with
the use of an RCA ultra-directional
microphone--has excerpts from Act
I, Act II, and Act III of the colorful opera wh ich Saint-Saens wrote
on the basis of the story of Samson
and Delilah as related in the Book
of Judges. 33 1/3 rpm. RCA Victor
LM-1848.
SoNGS Bv FATHER Svn Ngy MAcEwE N.
The Road to the Isles; Ir eland, My
Home; Scotland the Brave; Bonnie
Strathyre; Mother Machree; Mother
of Christ; Bring Flowers of the
Rarest; Westering Home; I' m a
Sentimental One; The Youth of the
Heart. Father Sydney MacEwen,
tenor, with an orchestra conducted
by Philip Green, with Gerald Moore
at the piano, and with Charles
Smart at the organ. -Father Mac-

Ewen's beautiful tenor voice has reminded many listeners of the great
John McCormack. He is pastor of
a church at Lochgilphead, Argyll,
Scotland, and sings in concert by
special permiSSIOn. 33 1/3 rpm.
M-G-M E 3152.
GIOVANNI PERGOLESI. Salve, Regina.
Herta Glaz, mezzo-soprano, with the
Guilet String Quartet and Herman
Chessid, harpsichord. JoHANN SEBASTIAN BACH. Schlage doch, gewuenschte Stunde. H erta Glaz, with
the Guilet String Quartet and
Joseph Castka, chimes, and Herman
'
Chessid, harpsichord. JoHANN SEBASTIAN BACH. Vergnuegete Ruh',
beliebte Seelenlust . H erta Glaz, with
a chamber ensemble conducted by
lzler Solomon, and Yella Pessl,
harpsichord. -An excellent delivery of Salve, Regina, by the fabulously gifted Pergolesi, who died at
the age of twenty-six. Some critics ,.
believe that the solo cantata Schlage
doch, gewuenschte Stunde is not
from the pen of Johann Sebastian
Bach because it calls for bells. But
it was performed for the first time
in Leipzig in 1731 and is included
in all standard editions of Bach's ._.
cantatas. Bach composed the solo
cantata Vergnuegte Ruh', beliebte 'f"
Seelenlust in 1732 for performance
at the Nicolaikirche in Leipzig. It '
was written for the sixth Sunday
after Trinity. Miss Glaz and the
instrumental ensembles present the _,
works with sterling artistry. 33 1/3
rpm. M-G-M E3156.
r
PIA NO Mu s iC FOR CHILDREN Bv MooERN AMERICAN CoMPOSERS . Sunday
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Afternoon Music and The Young
Pioneers, by Aaron Copland; The
Irishman Dances, by Henry Cowell;
Eight Piano Pieces, by David Diamond; Lullaby, Slumber Song, and
Siris Dance, by Alan Hovhaness;
Butterfly, Seagull, and March, by
Harold Lawrence; Little Piano
Book, by Vincent Persichetti ; Two
Short Suites for Young Pianists, by
Marga Richter; Solemn Song and
Buttinski March, by Alan Skelly;
Eccentric Dance, by Virgil Thomson; Three Children's Profiles, by
Stanley Wolfe. Marga Richter,
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pianist. -This is an unusually fine
and valuable recording-a recording
designed especially for young students of the piano. Some of the
pieces were commissioned expressly
for this disc. Youngsters-and, lest
I forget, many oldsters- will derive
much help, pleasure, and edification from Minnesota-born Marga
Richter's excellent performances of
these little gems. Edward Cole has
written the program notes with hib
customary perspicacity. 33 1/3
rpm. M-G-M E3147.

New Testament Christianity is built on the New Testament.
The New Testament makes no distinction among men in the
Church on the basis of race. Arguments intended to bar men
on racial grounds from other fields of human activity and association find no foundation when applied to the Church. The
Negro, our common brother in Adam, is to be offered all the
rights and privileges of the Church as freely as any other
neighbor.
-Andrew Schulze, My Neighbor of Another Colm·
(Augsburg Publishing House, 1941 and 1944)

THE NEW BOOKS
Unsigned reviews are by the EditOTs

RELIGION
What was inadvertently omitted
from the review of Hahn, "Old Testament in Modern Research," (February, 1955) was the name of the reviewer, Mr. LeRoy Sommer.

THE DEVIL

Adam failed the Devil, became his
slave, and thus "perpetuated the
Rebel's damnation." However, the
end is not yet. Basing his argument
on a passage in Origen, Papini suggests that the salvation of Satan might
be obtained if men would learn to
love him. For does not love conquer
all? Meanwhile God shall continue to
use Satan in His divine plans.

By Giovanni Papini (Dutton, $3 .75)

One would like to give credibility to
Mr. Papini's thesis. If hell can be redeemed, and the children of the
twentieth century can be its redeemers,
let us do it. But if the First Adam
failed by his fall, and the Second
Adam did not accomplish the task by
not falling, what stumbling sinner will
offer his service? Giovanni Papini
hollers, "1." However, it would appear
that he has placed his hopes in the
fragile authority of poets and distorted interpretations of Scripture. He
betrays a poor understanding of
Luther (p. 206). He has failed to include in his "diabolology" numerous
relevant passages, e.g., "The prince of
this world is judged." (John 16: 11 ) .
HARRY N. HuxHOLD

This is a "diabolology," the science
of the Devil, which the author hopes
will take its place next to theology,
the science of God. Mr. Papini believes his approach is a fresh one,
since most of the demonologies deal
with his infernal and his earthy servants more than with the Devil himself. The author reviews church
fathers, poets, authors, dramatists, and
a variety of Scripture passages to
make his points. His evidence would
establish beyond a doubt the dreadful
existence of Lucifer. His passage on
the sorrow this has caused the Creator
is quite moving.
But Papini is the Devil's friend .
He has a compassion for Satan. He
feels an injustice in the act of the
Creator that permitted Satan to fall.
He senses that the fall may have been
Lucifer's rightful jealousy of God's
decision to create beautiful man. He
argues that "Adam should have been
the bait for Satan's return to glory."

"f.
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JESUS AND HIS TIMES

By Daniel Rops (Dutton, $5.00)
Daniei-Rops (a pen-name; his real
name is Henry Petiot) is one of the (..
leading authors of France. He has
written thirty-five books, most of l-
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them on religious subjects. Critics
agree that his most successful work is
Jesus and His Times. This book has
received wide acclaim in European
and American literary circles. Its lucid
style (also in translation), its brilliance and clarity, its simplicity and
scholarship, give the reader a fresh
and living background and insight to
the life and ministry of Jesus.
The author is a mystic and a Catholic. He was made a Commander of
Saint Gregory by Pope Pius XII after
the Pope had himself read Jesus and
His Times. So the reader soon discovers Jesus and His times in the light
of Catholic dogma and tradition.
Much emphasis is placed on apocryphal writings, legend and tradition.
Protestant scholarship in the field of
textual and historical research is ignored or unfavorably mentioned. The
French writer Renan, whose liberal
views in his old biography of Jesus,
Vie Jesu, are unacceptable to the
orthodox Christian, is given much
prominence in Jesus and His Times.
This reader of Jesus and His Times
also finds himself at variance with
the statement that the Liberal movement in the field of Christology had
"the most profound influence upon
Protestantism both Lutheran and Calvinist until the theological dogmatic
reaction associated with Karl Barth
set in ." The author, Henry Petiot,
seems to be unfamiliar with Protestantism outside of Continental Europe.
The primacy of Peter, "this rock of
certitude," is not proven. The author
says little about Peter's certitude in
connection with his denial of Jesus.
Nevertheless, Jesus and His Times is
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a valuable book for the orthodox
Christian whose approach to Jesus is
through the gospel record. T h e
author's reference to the psychological
and psychoanalytical approach to an
understanding of Jesus as "more
ridiculous than shocking" is most refreshing. The last chaper, "Jesus and
His Critics," climaxes the author's
viewpoint with this statement: "Jesus
is a mystery, the mystery of God incarnate. Jesus is God made flesh: if
this be accepted, everything else is
clear." We agree.

H. H.

KUMNICK

FICTION
HOMER'S DAUGHTER

By

Robert

Graves

(Doubleday,

$3.95)
The central character of that part
of the Odyssey which deals with domestic history is a Princess Nausicaa
who lives in the mythical land of
Phaeacia. She is the Homer's daughter
of the title and this is her story, told
in the first person. When her father,
the King, left to find a missing son,
the Princess was faced with a rebellion
of a hundred and twenty nobles, all of
whom were ostensibly her suitors. How
she settles this perplexing rna tter
makes an interesting, though rather
bloody tale. But there is another theme
in this novel. It is the story of how
and why Princess Nausicaa wrote the
original Odyssey, for it is the author's
contention that this saga was written
by a woman, (a position held by
Samuel Butler over 50 years ago) and
that the woman was Princess Nausicaa.
Graves, who is a prolific poet and
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an extremely controversial essayist,
usually seems at his best when writing
historical novels, particularly those,
such as I, Claudius and Hercules, My
Shipmate, which are set in the ancient
world. He has the ability to re-create
the period of which he is writing, and
he does this admirably in Homer's
Daughter. In fact, the author is much
more successful in describing western
Sicily and the life and customs of 750
B.C. than he is in proving female
authorship for the Odyssey.
SUPERSTITION CORNER

By Sheila
$3.75)

Kay-Smith

(Regnery,

Unlike most historical novels, Superstition Corner can boast of a tomboy
heroine with a straight-as-an-arrow
figure and a story which seems accurately to reflect that era in English
history (sixteenth century) when by
law Catholics became Protestants. The
heroine, Kate Alard, refuses to conform to the new religion. Although
she is protected from persecution by
her magistrate father, the other few
Catholics in the area suffer loss of
property and life to keep their beliefs.
Surrounded by informers, cheats, and
murderers, Kate is forced by circumstances to leave home.
This book has everything a reader
can expect from a novel-brevity,
good characterization, suspense, real
situations, no curlicues. There is, of
course, an element of predictability to
the plot, but that in no way detracts
from its enjoyment. Especially interesting are the English colloquialisms
Miss Kaye-Smith has employed, mak-

ing her novel ring true. Her style is
very readable, never dull or heavy.

'I-

ANNE LANGE

THE GOODLY SEED

By John Wyllie (Dutton, $3.00)

The Goodly Seed is an account of a
four-day period in a Japanese prisoner •of war camp on an island near Singapore. Mr. Wyllie has taken the title
and the theme from a line of poetry
by Adrian Bell, "The goodly seed that ._.
dies into life ... " He has done a remarkably fine job of finding that
goodly seed in his assorted prisonersof-war.
The four days carry the assorted
group of prisoners-American, British,
Dutch, Javanese, half-caste-from the
23rd through the 26th of December
1944. The Camp Commandant, an
Englishman, is dying, and the choice
of his successor becomes a matter of
camp politics. The Commandant's
character and his dying, as well as the
reactions on those with whom he has
been closely associated, demonstrate
an example of the result of the goodly
seed. After his death a young Dutch
lieutenant, the one most eminently
qualified, and who had been designated by the dying Commandant, sets
out to earn the camp's respect. The
account of the four days ends with
an indication of his ability to accomplish this result.
Throughout all of this account of
a few days in a camp which of necessity tends to bring out a great deal in
man that is undesirable, there is, still
and all, a note of hope. Mr. Wyllie,
and this is his first book, is a percep-
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tive observer and a man of deep insight. His account is clear and clean,
there is no sentimentality-rather
there is a deep and sensitive awareness
and conviction of the goodness that
man may contain.
CALL THE DOCTOR

By Fred E. Ayer (·Pageant, $3.00)
The dust jacket of this book says
that it is a hilarious and irreverent
--1 satire on higher education by a retired dean. This is a sufficiently arousing statement to cause any instructor,
> and particularly one in a denominational college, to look for the nearest
armchair to enjoy a few good hours of
fun. The prospect for laughter in this
book is considerably increased when
Mr. Ayer reveals that in his fictional
small denominational college, dominated by its board chairman, a new
president has been selected. What is
--1 not
known, at first, is that the
"Doctor" in front of the new presi~
dent's name stands for D.V.S. rather
than Ph.D. After the first few pages,
-i
however, it is at once apparent that
there is no need to go any further.
Mr. Ayers is an elderly (and from his
::~ picture, a fine-looking gentleman) retired educator who spent his years in
American colleges at the end of the
19th century and beginning of the
"' 20th. Out of his years of experience
in these institutions he has garnered
a heterogeneous collection of yarns
~ and anecdotes that, measured by almost any standard today, are dull and
--I obsolete. He has woven these all
together, interspersed large doses of his
-I own thinking and sermonizing on some

r
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matters that have obviously been
troubling him for years, and created a
group of the most unbelievable and
unreal characters ever to appear in
print. Mr. Ayer's intentions were, I
am sure, good but his execution leaves
much to be desired. Faculty members
of church-owned and -related colleges
should beware of this book. Some person who has not read the book but
who has examined the dust jacket in
a book shop is apt to think that this
is just the gift for a college professor.
It isn't.

GENERAL
FRAGEBOGEN

By Ernst von Salomon (Doubleday,
$6.00)
The title of this book, Fragebogen,
is the German word for questionnaire. In 1945 the Allied Military
Government issued to all Germans suspected of having collaborated in any
way with the Nazi regime a questionnaire designed, it was hoped, to classify these people politically. While most
recipients of the Fragebogen dutifully
answered the 131 questions in more or
less docile fashion, Mr. Ernst von
Salomon was the exception. He filled
out the questionnaire in great detailthis 525 page book is that answerbut in so doing he accomplished
several goals at once: he wrote his
autobiography, he gave a picture of
the Germany he knew from 1902 until
1946, and he wrote a disturbing
apologia for his own actions and those
of the German people as a whole.
Mr. von Salomon is now a film
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writer-as he has been for years-and
has been a novelist and an active
politician who participated in the
assassination of Rathenau in 1922. He
has spent time in prison and he never
lets the reader forget it. He is arrogant and the reader gets sick of it; at
least non-German readers must. German readers undoubtedly go for this
sort of fare for this book has been
Germany's leading best seller since it
came out there in 1951. And well they
might, for von Salomon is brilliant in
his jibes at all which is non-German.
He is an unrepentant cynic and Germany is full of them. The dust jacket
puts it very well, " . .. to the millions of
American readers who believe that
Germany now thinks of the United
States as a sort of patron saint,
Fragebogen will come as a shocking
eye opener."
Persons not having the history of
internal affairs in Germany at their
fingertips may have difficulty in remammg unbored by certain long
stretches of this book. Here are, however, some things that would awaken
them from time to time.
From page 126: "I adhere now to
my second alternative. Stupidity is the
norm. No power in the world will succeed in forcing me to adopt a point
of view that could easily stir up deep
international ill will: no, I firmly
maintain that the Americans are not
abnormal.''
From another page: "But the great
machine called the publicity business
-that prayer wheel of our age, that
blessed invention that allows such a
disproportionately large and relativeiy
useless slice of our human society to

enjoy the good things of this earthruns not on the oil of good will but
on the hot gases of expediency."
Again: "Zehrer, you talk about
'tasks' and 'decisions.' Those are words
that belong in a world where I cannot
follow you, the world of metaphysics."
Another: "'Yes, Zehrer,' said I,
'you're quite right, that would have
been the sensible solution. The world
is crammed with sensible solutions. It
is a great pity that they are as inapplicable to political problems as are
ethical judgments to the study of
history."
Finally, this one: "On one page,
scribbled in a corner and almost illegible even to myself, I found the
sentence: 'Universality is a pest.'
Badly put, of course, but I know now
what it was that I was trying to say:
all the great movements in the world,
Christianity or Humanism or Marxism,
all become infected with a sort of
sickness, call it a divine sickness if
you like, the sublime plague of universal pretensions. That makes everything so easy for him who accepts and
so hard for him who observes. I, I'm
not an acceptor, I'm a passionately
involved observer. That's why I never
became a National Socialist, ... "

"1- •

·~
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PALOMA
By Mrs. Robert Henrey (Dutton,

c.

$3.75)
As enjoyable in general as was the
Madeleine senes by Mrs. Henrey, ...
Paloma seems to be a much better
written book. It deals with the
friendship Mrs. Henrey came to share
with an entirely intriguing French-
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woman of seventy who called herself
Paloma. A former Gaieties girl, Paloma had led an almost legendary life
among the cream of society and
royalty in the capitals of Europe. Bit
by bit Mrs. Henrey was able to unravel more and more of the mystery
surrounding this person, yet the
author never really hoped to discover
all for fear that the legend of Paloma
would vanish.

•I

The figure of Paloma dominates the
book, just as she seems to have been
heads above everybody in life. With
such a powerful character to write
about, Mrs. Henrey doesn't get bogged
down at all with inconsequential details, as in her earlier autobiographical
_,_ series. Her fine memory for details,
instead of cluttering things up, goes
far in enhancing the reader's interest
in a woman most of us would like to
have known. Mrs. Henrey seems to
write better, in my opinion, when she
~ has a definite, central theme on which
to work.
ANNE LANGE

..,
IN LAWS: PRO & CON:
AN ORIGINAL STUDY OF
INTER-PERSONAL RELATIONS

By Evelyn Millis Duvall (Association, $3.95)
Dr. Duvall conducted a research
project which consisted of asking a
large number of people to evaluate
their attitudes toward their in-laws.
~ She found that many of her respondents were hostile but that the rna..( jority expressed feelings of warmth
and affection for their relatives by
__., marriage.
.>
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She explored the "mother-in-law
myth" in our society and found that
it is becoming passe. The stereotype of
the mother-in-law as domineering,
meddlesome, nagging, and possessive
does not exist in reality as often as
popular humor would lead one to believe.
This is an area in family relations
that has long been neglected and Dr.
Duvall has made a valuable contribution to this field. Because of the
stereotype of the mother-in-law many
older women are making a conscious
effort to avoid fulfilling the dire expectations and their sons and daughters-in-law have noticed and appreciated this effort.
The study also examined the relationship between other in-laws and
it was found that other members of
the in-law group can be troublesome.
Dr. Duvall analyzed the situation
sociologically and pointed out the
changes that have taken place in the
past few generations. The present day
younger age at marriage, the great
social acceptance of parental assistance after marriage, the increased
life expectancy, and the increased opportunities for social participation
among older people have changed the
in-law picture. With a bit of humor
it is pointed out that the mother-inlaw who is so mercilessly depicted in
popular jokes, is also the mother who
is honored and revered on Mother's
Day.
This book concludes with an excellent chapter on "Becoming a Better
In-Law." Specific suggestions are
given that would be effective in improving any human relationship. The
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reader who is not interested in the
statistical results of the study could
read the last few chapters with profit.
LYDA

PALMER

HOME AGAIN

By James
$4.00)

Edmiston

(Doubleday,

Most Americans have forgotten
what the Japanese attack on Pearl
Harbor meant to the thousands of
Japanese-Americans living in California at that time. Mr. Edmiston remembers because he was in close association with many of them and actively aided their cause. In this book,
which closely resembles a novel but
is actually the true story of a typical
Japanese-American family caught in
the wave of reactionary violence and
vengeance on the West Coast during
World War II, he has created a stirring and shameful memoir of antiJapanese discrimination.
Told here in acute detail for the
first time is a description of the mass
exile of Japanese-Americans to a remote region in Wyoming, their return
to their ravaged homes after the exile
was decreed unconstitutional, and
their sufferings from the abuse and
hatred of native Californians.
It is a bitterly accusative social document that will bring a blush to the
cheek of many readers. Yet the author,
in this reviewer's opinion, is not quite
realistic. Infamy on the one hand begets intolerance on the other. After
Pearl Harbor there was a very real
threat of Japanese invasion on the
West Coast, and the fear, hatred and
suspicion with which all persons of

J

Japanese ongm were regarded at that
time were not so illogical then as they
appear now. It was tragic, but understandably so when one remembers that
tragedy is omnipresent in time of war.

<.

Mr. Edmiston has written a disturbing story that perhaps needed to
be written. On the whole, he has
written it well, although the attempt
to novelize a factual report charged
with so much feeling leaves something to be desired.
GEORGE

H.

STRALEY

JUVENILE OFFICER: MY FIFTEEN
YEARS WORK WITH DELINQUENTS

By Captain Harold L. Stallings and
David Dressler (Crowell, $3.00)

•
L

Captain Stallings has been with the
Los Angeles County Sheriff's Department since 1927 and Juvenile Officer
is an account of some of his experiences. The department is quite progressive in its policies and officers t.
were instructed to attempt to understand the causes of delinquency. "Arrest the cause and not the youth" was 'r
the motto of the D epartment, and
Captain Stallings presents cases illustra ting his efforts to accomplish this.
His approach to juvenile delinquency ""
seems to be that of an environmentalist. The cases he presents substantiate his viewpoint. He worked with
families and other agencies to rehabilitate delinquents. His approach
to delinquency is intelligent and humane. The last case he presents ex- fi
plains his ideas on youthful misdeeds
and how they can be prevented. Captain Stallings had an early experience Jwith a friend in which they became

l
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involved with the police. The two boys
.,. were brutally treated and became resentful and vindictive toward law
enforcement officers. His friend became a criminal and he became a
juvenile officer. He attributes the difference to the fact that he had love
and security in his home which his
friend did not have. He concludes
that it is the duty of the family and
the community to help children become mature and wholesome per~ sonalities.

Juvemle Officer should be of interest to any non-professional person
"' who is concerned about present day
·~
delinquency. It indicates what can be
accomplished in the treatment of de~ linquency by persons who are sincerely interested in the problem, and
:who are willing to make the effort to
understand the juvenile mind. It is by
no means a scientific treatise but the
first hand experience of one indi.- vidual who has dealt successfully with
many delinquents. Its principal value
is that it explains to the laymen what
.,- happens when a boy or girl is taken
into custody in a progressive community.
LYDA

PALMER

THE DEATH OF HITLER'S GERMANY

By

Georges

Blond

(Macmillan,

~4.50)

ASSIGNMENT TO CATASTROPHE,
Vel. I, PRELUDE TO DUNKIRK

By Sir Edward L . Spears
$5.00)

(Wyn,

A very great deal has already been
and said about the second

-l. written
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World War. Much remains to be
written and no doubt will be written
if a third such war does not first destroy, once and for all, any interest
in the subject. These two books give
a good opening and a good closing
account of that tragic encounter.
General Spears' account is only halffinished inasmuch as this volume
covers the period from July of 1939 to
May of 1940. A second volume, tracing the events in that tragic country
down to the final capitulation, The
'Fall of 'France, is due early this spring.
These two books afford an excellent opportunity to draw parallels.
General Spears' account of the disintegration and slow degeneration of
the French government and army and
the internal despair of the people of
France on the one hand are set off
against an equally rapid deterioration
in Germany some four to four and a
half years later.
In February of 1940 Sir Winston
Churchill sent General Spears to
France as his personal observer and
liaison representative to the French
government. The General's account of
the war in France starts in August of
1939 (he begins his account with the
start of the war rather than his assignment in order to give a rather
complete picture of a catastrophe)
and continues to the beginning of the
evacuation at Dunkirk.
General Spears, at the time of assuming his position, had had a long
and close acquaintanceship with the
French army, the French government,
and French politicians. His position as
Churchill's person a 1 representative
gave him an opportunity to observe,
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at first hand, the literal unfolding of
history and not only to observe, but
also to participate in some of the many
agonizing and despairing deliberations
and conferences that accompanied the
gradual decline of this once great
power. The General is a keen observer
and his account of the developments
in France on an almost day-to-day
basis makes for exciting reading.
Churchill, in his own memoirs, pays
high respect to General Spears and
after reading the General's account
of those fatal months it is easy to
understand that Churchill's estimate
was well founded. Maps and photographs.
There have been a fair number of
books and articles about the disintegration of the German government
and army in the closing months of the
"second war." There are many isolated
accounts of one aspect or another of
the German collapse. Monsieur Blond
has, however, drawn from m any
sources and written an account that
takes an over-all look at the declining Germany and, in so doing, he has
drawn an exciting and well-written
picture of collapse in the making,
much as did General Spears. M. Blond
highlights several significant developments during the last year of the Hitler regime: the almost successful conspiracy to destroy Hitler with a bomb,
the defeat in the west, the battle of
the bulge, the Russian invasion, and
the final days in Berlin. The parallels
between the situation in Germany in
the last year and France in the first
are striking.
One of the most striking impressions
to be gained from a reading of these

two well-written books at approximately the same time is the inescapable conclusion that there is almost always a right and wrong way to do
things-in these cases, things like running an army or a government or a
war. The many errors of judgment
committed by Frenchmen and Belgians and Englishmen in the years between the two wars and with drastic
consequences in the end. The many
errors of the French as the enemy approached her border and the almost
completely fatal consequences. The
many errors committed by Hitler in
the prosecution of his war and the "
drastic consequences that followed to
his people. All of this would seem to (
be highly pertinent today. A careful
reading of both should give some new ).
insights into current international
problems. T r a n s 1 a t e d by Frances
Frenaye. Maps and bibliography.

MANY A GOOD CRUSADE:
MEMOIRS OF VIRGINIA
CROCHERON GILDERSLEEVE
By Virginia Crocheron Gildersleeve
(Macmillan, $5.00)

r

Dr. Gildersleeve's memoirs started
out rather dully as a collection of '...
memories of a by-gone era. She grew
up in Victorian New York, was one
of the early graduates of Barnard
College and by her own admission
"drifted" into college teaching. She
became Dean of Barnard College, a
position she held for thirty-six years. f.
At this point, she could doubtless
have become another woman educa- >tor working diligently for her college
and unknown outside academic circles. J-
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The Woman Suffrage movement did
not intrigue her as it did others at
' that time. Dr. Gildersleeve was willing to work without violence and fanfare towards getting women admitted
to professional schools. Without getting into the thick of the struggle, she
nevertheless unboisterously made a
contribution to the advancement of
~ women. She was a founder of the
American Association of University
Women and was active in this or-; ganization for many years.
The most interesting aspects of Dr.
Gildersleeve's career were in her pa) triotic activities. All her life she was
intensely patriotic and believed in
military preparedness. During World
War I, she was one of the first to ad"' vocate the employment of women to
help the war effort. She realized that
a tremendous reserve for the labor
market was available and helped
organize women's groups to do war
~work. During World War II, she was
on the committee that organized the
~ Women's Auxiliary Services. She was
especially interested in the WAVES
.., and was an honorary member of this
group. She took great pride in the
achievements of the women in service
,~and made frequent trips to Washington to serve on committees that
planned for greater utilization of
women in th e war effort.
Her crowning achievement came
after World War II when she was appointed to the seven member delega-1 tion representing the United States at
the San Francisco Conference which
drew up the United Nations Charter.
Her account of the conference and her
-<I. own role in that historic gathering is
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the highlight of the book.
Dr. Gildersleeve traveled widely,
had friends all over the world and
worked diligently for the m an y
causes that she espoused. Her memoirs
are the record of a long, richly lived
and useful life.
LYDA

PALMER

PRISONERS' BLU FF

By Rolf Magener (Dutton, $3.75)
During the last war a German,
Heinrich Harrer, escaped from the
British in India and managed to make
his way, somewhat painfully, to Tibet.
There he spent seven years and wrote
an engaging account My Seven Years
in Tibet. Two other Germans, Rolf
Magener and Heins von Have, escaped
with Harrer but after fleeing the compound they went in a different direction. They headed south and eventually worked their way through India,
Burma and finally to the Japanese
lines where they received anything but
the treatment that they thought
should be accorded to allied soldiers.
In doing this they relied to a great
extent on sheer bluff and the success
with which they carried out this effrontery must, even now, amuse even
the British who were the victims.
Magener recounts their experiences
involved in the thirty-four day trek
that took them well over 1,500 miles
of some difficult and dangerous country-dangerous because of natural
hazards as well as the hazards from
their enemies and their "friends," the
Japanese, who for a time gave them
their worst treatment, considering
them to be spies. Herr Magener has
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recaptured much of the suspense and
excitement of their escape and it
makes for wonderful and amusing
armchair reading for a cold winter
night. Foreword by Heinrich Harrer.
'I'ranslated from the German by Basil
Creighton.
AND LET THE CREDIT GO

By

Lloyd

Alexander

(Crowell,

$2.75)
Lloyd Alexander spent some time
as a bank messenger in a large city
bank. In the course of the years after
he left the bank he probably found
occasion, and often, to recount some
of his experiences. Some of his friends
must have told him that he should
write them up. This he has done. The
total effect is one of slight humor,
but the whole book wears fairly thin
before the end. Mr. Alexander has
overcharacterized his people into caricatures and they turn out pretty unbelievable.
At one time or another in his life
Mr. Alexander has paid some allegiance to the avantgarde school of
literature. Or, at least, this is a reasonable inference from the facts . During
this period he wrote a short story
called "Dorothea" and it appeared in
Discovery magazine. Apparently not
wishing to waste this story on that
relatively small audience, he has
dragged it into this present book,
under protest, it would seem, and it
stands out like the proverbial sore
thumb. There are some 1 a u g h s,
though, and that is something to be
said for a book in these troublesome
times.

KING OF COMEDY

By

Mack

Sennett

(Doubleday,

~

$4.50)
Mack Sennett was once labeled the
"King of Comedy" and the title
stuck. He has now decided that it is
time to look back on his long and
full career as King and this book is
the result. In it he tells about his long
connection with motion pictures and
recounts his experiences with the
Keystone Cops, the Sennett Bathing """
Beauties, Charlie Chaplin, Mabel
Normand, Ben Turpin, Fatty Arbuckle, George Lobeck, Harry Langdon, Phyllis Haver, Gloria Swanson, il
Chester Conklin, Carole Lombard, et ~
a!., et a!.
After reading this book, which was ).
more or less dictated to Cameron
Shipp, who rearranged it somewhat,
the miracle to me is ( 1) not that motion pictures are not better than they
are or that this book is not better
than it is, but (2) that there were l-ever any motion pictures at all and ~
that this book ever got into print at
all. If Mr. Sennett has any under- ,.
standing of people, or even of himself,
he does not display it in this book. If
he has and if he explained this to Mr.
Shipp then the fault is Mr. Shipp's.
'"'
Mr. Sennett, judged by this book, is
a conglomeration of the various traits
so often magnified in persons in the
entertainment field. Mr. Sennett is, I
am sure, entitled to much credit for
his devotion to humor, but I am !afraid that he mistakes the success of
his product as a reflection, in great
part, of his own skill and ability
rather than the result, in part at least, )..
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of the novelty of his medium in which
almost anything seemed funny. Mr.
., Sennett professes to be somewhat shy
about this-he makes a point of it
that his title was not self-conferred.
. t But he doesn't really mean for anyone to respect his shyness or else Mr.
Shipp has badly fooled us all.

f
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What should have been, and could
have been, an interesting book about
a man who made his contribution to
a then new and different medium of
conveying intelligence becomes actually a poorly-told account of the
efforts of one man who, in speaking
of himself, never sold short .

..C~-D-1l-D·
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Our culture must not, therefore, omit the arming of the
man. Let him hear in season that he is born into a state of war
and that the commonwealth and his own well-being require
that he should not go dancing in the weeds of peace, but warned,
self-collected, and neither defying nor dreading the thunder, let
him take both reputation and life in his hand, and, with perfect urbanity, dare the gibbet and the mob by the absolute
truth of his speech, and the rectitude of his behavior.
-Ralph Waldo Emerson

A Minority
Report
_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ By

VICTOR

Representation or Creation

fects for the welfare of the
state?
When should a representative ,
forget that he is a representative of a single district and ,..
when should he begin to act
creatively for the general welfare of the total population?

One of the significant problems that bothers at least our
res pons i b 1 e representatives
is that of representation or creation. When they vote on a bill
or execute a policy, should they
act as their constituents would
want them to act or as they
themselves think is the right
way to act?
A concrete example is afforded by the move in some
states to legalize gambling. If
perhaps it could be discovered
that the majority of the state's
population favored legalizing of
gambling, is the representative
honor-bound to vote for legalized gambling regardless of what
he himself thinks? Is he compelled to vote for such a measure
even if he know that it will
have far-reaching dreadful ef-

F.

HOFFMANN

A Case Stud:

ol

John C. Calhoun, a great r--1
southern statesman from 1810 to ._,..
1850 from the state of South ~
Carolina, is generally known for '
the part he played as an advo- ·. ,
cate of states' rights. If in a cyn- ,
ical mood as some historians
have been, you might even say •
that he commanded nearly every
highway of the southern mind
before the Civil War. You might
even say that he helped to make~ '
the Civil War an almost "irre- >-
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pressible conflict." I do not particularly agree with this point of
view.
Nevertheless, it is true that he
had some very p r o n o u n c e d
views on states' rights and state
.-( sovereignty. In some degree, his
logical mind was the apparatus
' " that refined into maturity the
less refined states' rights arguments of Jefferson, John Taylor
--f of Caroline, and James Madison.
Strangely enough, however,
while Jefferson, Madison, and
~Taylor were making their de~ fense of the states, John C. Calhoun was a nationalist. In 1811->. when Calhoun came to Congress
from the state of South Carolina-he represented a state that
"had not wearied in her sympathy for national principles."
~At
that time, Calhoun and
~ South Carolina were hopeful
that their mutual interests could
~ be furthered by the growing nationalism and that the economic
interests of the South could be
dove-tailed into an American
"system of tariffs, banks, and
roads that was advocated more
vociferously by Henry Clay of
~
Kentucky.
History reports that Calhoun
joined the War Hawks, who
-+were interested in pushing Manifest Destiny and the War of 1812.
He was one of the significant
-t proponents of the tariff of 1816
~
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and the Bank of the United
States of the same year. In 1817,
he advocated the bonus bill designed to employ the dividends
of the Bank for the creation
and maintenance of internal improvements. No statement by
Calhoun illustrates his position
better than the following: "We
are great, and rapidly-! was
about to say fearfully-growing.
... Let us, then, bind the repu blic together with a perfect system of roads and canals. Let us
conquer space.... I am no adYocate for refined arguments
about the constitution. The instrument was not intended as a
thesis for the logician to exercise
his ingenuity on."
John Marshall, the great nationalist of the Supreme Court,
might have written this-or
Franklin Delano Roosevelt.
Calhoun's personality in these
years reflected his nationalism,
his sense of Manifest Destiny,
and his buoyant optimism. His
Washington home was a social
center and he moved easily
among people.
After 1826, he began to exercise his ingenuity and logic on
the Constitution. His personality
changed accordingly. He had
now become hard and brittle,
cold and formal, the Puritan he
was made out to be by some
scholars. · Tense and nervous, he
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was no longer the pleasant and
warm personality. In fact, he
was dying a thousand deaths for
the South and the South Carolina he loved.
~

What Had Happened?
What had happened? South
Carolina, like all of the Old
South, had fallen behind. In a
sense, the lily-white cotton ha_d
become the black economic
devil. Cotton had become profitable because of the invention of
the cotton gin and the expanding markets at home and abroad.
Because cotton had b e c o m e
profitable, the South and Sout_h
Carolina devoted most of their
economic system to the profits of
cotton. As a consequence, they
developed a "one crop", a monolithic, economic system. This
meant, in turn, that the plantation system and the peculiar institution, Negro slavery, had to
be retained. When the prices of
cotton f e 11 because of overproduction and when the lack
of a diversified economic system
drove the South into many
troubles, the economic fortunes
of the South in general fell. The
industrial and commercial interests forged ahead. Furthermore,
the South could no longer compete in the legislative halls of

government with the
and demanding West.

rushing

~

What Could Calhoun Do?

J

In an exaggerated defense of
its dwindling interests, South
I
Carolina together with the rest
of the southern states allowed it- t- ·
self to become a conscious
minority. It began to draw away
from the republic that Calhoun
had envisioned, the republic to
be bound together into a national system by tariffs, banks, "
roads, and canals. These institu- ,
tions had now become the symbols of an oppressive majority. J..
In the hurry to defend the peculiar institutions of the South,
John C. Calhoun and his friends
had begun to say that agrarianism, cotton, and slavery were :...
God's gifts to humanity. Two ~
competent American historians
explain the situation with vivid '!"
brevity: "Protection, instead of
a binding force, had proved an
instrument of class and sectional
plunder. And as Calhoun saw his,.
beloved Carolina rushing past
him down the road to secession,
he revised his principles, jettisoned the Hamiltonian formula,
and produced a new and dynamic version of states' rights." ._
South Carolina had changed.
What could Calhoun do? The
statesman seldom rises above the ;..

----~~---
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pattern of expectations of his
constituents. "Calhoun's contribution to political theory. ...
was the child of necessity," wrote
Vernon Louis Farrington in
Main Currents of A m e r i c a n
Thought, "and received its par-
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ticularist bias from the exigencies of sectional partisanship."
Can a statesman do otherwise
if he wishes to remain with his
constituency? It is also a mattaof votes and getting back into
office.

In the city of Zenith, in the barbarous twentieth century, a
family's motor indicated its social rank as precisely as the grades.
of the peerage determined the rank of an English family~indeed,
more precisely, considering the opinion of old county families
upon newly created brewery barons and woolen-mill viscounts.
The details of precedence were never officially determined.
There was no court to decide whether the second son of a Pierce
Arrow limousine should go into dinner before the first son of
a Buick roadster, but of their respective social position there was
no doubt; and where Rabbit as a boy had aspired to the presidency, his son Ted aspired to a Packard twin-six and an established position in the motor gentry.
-Sinclair Lewis, Babbit (Harcourt, Brace, 1922)

THE MOTION PICTURE
By

ANNE HANSEN

Chaplin, Buster Keaton, Harry
Langdon, Chester C o n k l i n,
Gloria Swanson, and W. C.
Fields. He, like many of the out- ,. .
standing directors and producers
of the past, was a bold and fearless improviser. These men, more
often than not, worked without
a script. Somehow, somewhere,
someone got an idea-and they "
were off. Plot and technique
were created and developed as .1....
the shooting progressed. It was
a mad and wildly disorganized ;.
era-an era of speculation and
experimentation which has gone
forever.
Some months ago I read an;...
engrossing article on "Problems
of Film Adaptation" in the Sat- }urday Review. Arthur Knight,
the author, observed that "th~ ~
motion picture is such an amalgam of arts that its existence as
an art-form in its own right is~
frequently overlooked." I was reminded of Mr. Knight's discussion of what he calls "cinematic
art" when I saw The Little Kidnappers (J. Arthur Rank: United Artists, Philp Leacock). Forithis film seems to me to be a fine
example of true cinematic art. ~

In his e n t e r t a in i n g autobiography K i n g o f C o m e d y
(Doubleday) Mack Sennett tells
us, "Nowadays people often ask
me: . 'Mack, why aren't movies as
funny as they used to be?' "
The famous producer and director c o u n t e r s by asking,
"What's happened to laughter?
There used to be so much of it."
Mr. Sennett believes that there
was more laughter everywhere in
the days when his boisterous
Keystone comedies gave pleasure
to audiences in many parts of the
world-more of the "doubled-up,
whooping and hollering" laughter which was as relaxing as it
was unrestrained. Now, he concludes, "Hollywood is whimpering and bailing out tears."
King of Comedy presents a
fascinating account of a colorful and significant period in the
history of the motion picture.
Mr. Sennett was closely associated with the industry during
these exciting years. He knew,
worked with, directed, and, in
some instances, discovered many
of the great figures of the
shadow screen. Notable among
his discoveries were C h a r l i e
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This tender and moving story of
,.. two small orphan boys is told
with charm and simplicity. The
!It children-played by John Whitely and Vincent Winter-are completely natural, with none of the
" irritating precocity and the artificial mannerisms too often seen
' o~ in very young performers on the
stage and on the screen. The a<,:ting of the adult members of the
~ cast is superb. The script is excellent, the starkly beautiful blackand-white photography is out~ standing, and Philip Leacock's
( direction leaves nothing to be desired. All in all, this is a film
..., everyone will want to see.
The last time I saw and heard
Helen Traubel in the flesh, this
great artist had just concluded
~ her portion of the concert program with an unforgettably
-1 beautiful delivery of the "Immolation Scene" from Richard Wag• ner's Die Goetterdaemmerung.
Since this memory was still vivid
in my mind, it was something of
~ a shock to witness Miss Traubel's
presentation of the "Leg of Mutton Rag" in Deep in My H em·t
(M-G-M, Stanley Donen). My respect for the famous soprano's
artistry is deep and sincere, and
·• I admire the warm and engaging
. .f. friendliness which made meeting
her a pleasant experience. But I
-""( must confess that the statuesque
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Helen's gyrations in the "Leg of
Mutton Rag" made me think of
a mountain trying to walk on
tiptoe.
Deep in My Heart, based on
Elliott Arnold's story of the life
of Sigmund Romberg, does not
present either a complete or a
strictly factual account of the
famous Hungarian-born composer's career. The part portrayed by Miss Traubel, for example, is entirely fictional. It
seems too bad that the script
writers omitted any reference to
Romberg's youth and to his
touching devotion to his parents .
As it happens, I saw Romberg
some years ago after a performance of "An Evening with Romberg," a highly successful presentation which toured the country
under the composer's direction
during the middle 1940s. I remember Romberg as a rather
short man, stockily built, friendly and unassuming in his manner-a man who believed with all
his heart that his "middle brow"
music brought joy to the masses.
I am sure that it did. No doubt
it is this meeting which makes
Jose Ferrer's portrayal of Romberg seem less than full bodied.
His frenetic tour de force in the
presentation of the plot for Jazzado was boring, to say the least.
Generally speaking, h o we v e r,
Deep in My Heart is excellent
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entertainment. Filmed in Eastman Color, the ·picture is beautifully mounted. It moves at a
good pace. There are many outstanding specialty acts played by
prominent screen personalities.
There is an abundance of tuneful Romberg music, and throughout the acting is better than just
satisfactory. Merle Oberon, Paul
Stewart, and Doe Avedon-a
newcomer-appear as f e a t u r e
players in the distinguished cast.
Still another star-studded musical film is breaking attendance
records at the present time.
There's No Business Like Show
Business (20th C en t u r y-Fox,
CinemaScope, W a 1 t e r Lang)
is bigger, gaudier, and noisier
than almost any film I have ever
seen. Here we have a potpourri
of Irving Berlin hit tunes woven
together into a thin plot. Many
of the song-and-dance routinesfilmed in De Luxe Color-are
clever and attractive. Others are
in poor taste-notably the sendoff given to .Johnnie Ray when
he leaves the stage to study for
the priesthood, and the scenes in
which Marilyn Monroe appears.

Young at Heart (Warners,
Gordon Douglas) is an undistinguished re-make of F o u r
Daughters, with Frank Sinatra
in the role made famous by the
late John Garfield and with

charming Doris Day as the girl.
This time there are only three .,.
daughters, it is true; but otherwise the plot is much the same
as in the earlier film.

So This Is Paris (UniversalInternational, Richard Quine)
has to do with the antics of three /young sailors on leave in Paris.
Bright, tuneful, and moderately
entertaining.
History-making figures of the
fifth century parade across the
stage in Sign of the Pagan (Uni- -4
versal-International, D o u g 1 as
Sirk). Jack Palance is seen as Attila, king of the Huns, known to
his adversaries as the Scourge of
God. Maroni Olson portrays
Pope Leo the Great, Walter Roy
appears as Valentinian III, emperor of Rome, and George Do- ;....
lenz is Theodosius II, the emperor of the East. But this is
nothing more than a parade-a ,.
parade filled with savagery,
pomp, and splendor but with l
little regard for history and with
1
a strange evaluation of Christian
precepts.
Barbara Stanwyck is seen as a ..,
blonde in The Violent Men (Columbia, CinemaScope, Rudolph
Mate). But she is a flaming red- ~.
head in Cattle Queen of Montana (RKO, Allan Dwan). Red- :t
head or blonde, Miss Stanwyck's
performances must be labeled as ,_.
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mediocre. Both films are im. pressive pictorially, both have to
• do with the old-time range wars
t-.
of the early west, and both are
filled with violence, bloodshed,
and treachery. And, alas, artistically both are complete duds. As
a veteran in the show business
..-~ Miss Stanwyck should have the
courage and the good sense to refuse to appear in roles unsuited
~ not only to her age but to her
talents as well.

offer than this kind of cheap and
lurid melodrama .
Movie-goers who have made
the acquaintance of Alec Guinness in The Lavender Hill Mob,
The Man in the White Suit, and
other fine English films are always eager to see this gifted actor
in a new role. Although The Detective (C o 1 u m b i a, Robert
Hamer) is not Mr. Guinness' best
picture by any means, it is well
worth seeing just the same.

Have you walked in a ceme-

The big top provides a fascinating backdrop for the zany
escapades of Dean Martin and
Jerry Lewis in Three Ring Circus (Wallis, Paramount, Vista
Vision; Joseph Pevney). Somehow the capers of this irrespressible pair seem to lack the zest
which marked some of their
earlier releases. Vista Vision photography captures the magic and
the excitement of the circus in
glowing technicolor.
For the second time in a year
the bloody Sepoy Mutiny of 1856
is used as the basis for a picture.
Bengal Brigade (Universal) has
little to recommend it to moviegoers-either from the standpoint
of artistry or as a noteworthy recreation of a chapter from history.

~ tery at midnight recently? No?

Then go to see Down 3 Dark
Streets (United Artists), a wellmade and suspense-filled thriller
designed to show the working
methods of the FBI. A smallbudget picture, filmed in black
and white for the conventional
~screen, Down 3 Dark Streets
holds one's interest from start to
finish.

..

Black Tuesday (United Artists) stars Edward G. Robinson
in the role of the condemned
~gangster who escapes from the
1 death house on the very eve of
execution. Does this type of film
- serve any good purpose? Is this
entertainment? Not for me. I
should like to see an end to films
1which have nothing more to
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LENTEN WOMAN
I heard a gloomy bell
Ring Golgatha today,
Christ climbed the hill to scar
To wound Himself again.
The portals of my mind
Open to see Him die,
My heart lifts up like a silver horn
Blowing victory
In the twilight The scene is pain and too much joy,
And too much pain.
Trees of trees,
Black leaf and between
Two sinners the one shining leaf
Of God dying I shall always remember
How He wrapped His body
In chaos for me,
And the tree broke like glass,
As He gave up the Ghost,
I stood a tinkling woman
Praising the darkness and the light.
-Marion Schoeberlein

•
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RETURNED FORTUNE
FARM CHILD

Seeing the wheat that the wind is moving,
he thinks of the sea;
he thinks of the waves that the ship is plowing,
of where he would be.
Hearing the beaches' one thousand strangers
and the tin horns' blare,
he thinks of the waves of his golden harvest;
he longs to be there.
CITY CHILD

Seeing the bush with its paltry berries,
he thinks of a land
of plenty and sweetness, the honey awaiting
the reach of the hand.

•

Hearing no sounds bu the leafy voices,
he thinks of one lost;
he longs to be one of the street's high leapers
when his ball is tossed.
-Joseph Joel Keith

hopeless cause. It is a cause in which
This is our year to try the new and
we happen to believe very strongly,
different. In January, we ran a piece
but let's face it: the trend is not in
of fiction dealing with Jewish life. To
the direction of a re-emphasis upon ..
our surprise, and relief, it was very
the classics. Such a trend may set in,
well received by our readers. Next
one of these days, when we shall
month, we plan to run the prologue and
finally have discovered that the most w
three scenes of a play written by our
impractical education is the so-called
drama editor, Walter Sorell. In form,
"practical" educa- .,.
the play is a modtion. But we susern-day version of
pect that it will !-the famous "Everytake us a while to ...,
man" and we conlearn.
sider it particularly
We regret that ;-appropriate for the·
month in which we
we have not had
shall be remembersufficient space to
ing the Passion and
introduce individu- A..
death of our Lord.
ally the many new
Mr. Sorell is, as our
writers who have
r e a d e r s know, a
'a ppeared in o u r
very capable writer.
poetry section the ~
We are happy that
past eighteen
he sandwiched in
months or so. We
time, between his
don't quite know
stage and television
how to explain it,
commitments
but we seem to)..
PROBLJU.(S
in New York, to
have attracted more
write for us a play
than our share of
CONTJUBUTORS
which, he tells us,
promising y o u n g
FINAL NOTES
expresses his most
poetic talent and it ~
profound beliefs.
has been a priviOne of the nice
lege much apprecithings about editing
ated to have been.
a II owed to print their work. But
a magazine such as the CRESSET is
where are the young men and women •
that one need harbor no illusions. We
who can write clear, intelligent, and
are never going to be a big, prosperincisive prose? We are constantly on "
ous, influential journal, so we can afthe lookout for such people and we
ford tO say What We believe and !!Ven
understand that editors generally are
to champion a hopeless cause now and
then.
looking for such people. They can'""
all be doing public relations for the
Dr. Reinke will understand us when
government. Or can they?
we say that our printing his article on
Remember: Income Tax Day this
"Liberal Education" falls under the
year is April 15, not March 15.
.,._
general heading of championing a

8tlitor's
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